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The Utters of Abelard and Heloise were written 

in Latin shout the year 1128, and were first 

published in Paris m 1616. The * Letters* 

appeared first in England in 1728 m their original 

Latin, but thereafter translations were numerous, 

the anonymous one given here being published in 

17 22. ft is rather a paraphrase than a translation, 

but by its swiftness and sympathy best gives the 

spirit of the original. The story of these illustrious 

lovers ss told in their correspondence, but the outfox 

of their Jives is briefly this : — Abelard, Professor of 

Logic and Canon of Notre Dame, the most cele- 

Mated man of his day, being thirty-seven years of 

: . age and having so far lived the life intellectual and 

\ scorned the passions, meets Heloise, a beautiful and 

^learned woman of nineteen, and falls desperately in 

f^ love — as only the late lover can* Reason and religion 

j are thrown to the winds 1 be would marry her, but 

I she loves with a devotion as mad as his, and 

; marriage would arrest his advancement in the 

1 Church, so she refuses — yet gives him all. Her 

child is bom, and then Abelard insists on a secret 

marriage, but in her unselfish infatuation she denies 

the is a wife and glories in the title of mistress. 

Fulbtrt, her uncle and guardian, is furious ; with 

hired assistance he breaks into Abelard s chamber 

and brutally mutilates and shames him. Abelard 

cannot bear the degradation ; he has not the courage 

to face his students, he has not the control to stay 

near Heloise ; be resolves to turn monk. But, 
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manlike, he first demands that Heloise turn nun, tn 
order that no other may know the attractions he has 
enjoyed* Heloise willingly consents $ she being then 
twenty-two and he forty years of age. Ten years 
after, in her convent, a letter of Abelard? s falls 
into her hands; she learns he has not found content, 
she knows she has not. She writes to Ahelard 
betraying all the pent-up passion of those years of 
restraint ; he replies in a letter alternating between 
religion and regret — not accepting the inevitable, not 
daring to break free. Other four letters pass, each 
less passionate than the previous, and then the silence 
falls once more. 

Abelard died in 1 142 at the age of sixty-three, 
and twenty years later Heloise died and was buried 
beside him. Subsequently their remains were re- 
moved to Pere Lachaise, where their tomb can now 
be seen. 

And Abelard, the great leader and logician, his 
treatises are forgotten, his fame as a philosopher is 
dead — only his love letters live. 

And Heloise, the beautiful and the learned, who 
stands second to Sapho, is known merely as an 
example of the passionate devotion of woman. 

So they remain to us, the typical lovers ; he with 
man's mania to master, she with woman's one desire 
to submit. 

No love letters that have ever been written but 
have contained phrases common to one another and 
to be found here ; but no love letters that have ever 
been published have equalled these in the old passionate 
tale of the struggle to forget — to sink the love of the 
human in the love of the divine. 

H M. 
ii 
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LETTERS 

OF 

ABELARD AND HELOISE 
LETTER I 

Abelard to Philintus 

The last time we were together, Philintus, you Abelard 
gave me a melancholy account of your misfor- consoles 
tunes ; I was sensibly touched with the relation, °** f ncn< * 
and like a true friend bore a share in your griefs. 
What did I not say to stop your tears ? I laid 
before you all the reasons philosophy could fur- 
nish, which I thought might anyways soften the 
strokes of fortune. But all these endeavours have 
proved useless; grief, I perceive, has wholly 
seized your spirits, and your prudence, far from 
assisting, seems to have forsaken you. But my 
skilful friendship has found out an expedient to 
relieve you. Attend tome a moment, hear but 
the story of my misfortunes, and yours, Philintus, 
will be nothing as compared with those of the 
loving and unhappy Abelard. Observe, I beseech 
you, at what expense I endeavour to serve you 5 
and think this no small mark of my affection $ for 
I am going to present you with the relation of 
such particulars as it is impossible for me to re- 
1 
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He re- collect without piercing my heart with the most 

^l* h? 8en8iblc affliction. 

early lite y ou j cnow x ^ ie place where I was born, but 

not, perhaps, that I was born with those com- 
plexional faults which strangers charge upon our 

^ nation — an extreme lightness of temper, and great 
inconstancy. I frankly own it, and shall be as 
free to acquaint you with those good qualities 
which were observed in me. I had a natural 
vivacity and aptness for all the polite arts. My 
father was a gentleman and a man of good parts ; 
he loved the wars, but differed in his sentiments 
from many who follow that profession. He 
thought it no praise to be illiterate, but in the 
camp he knew how to converse at the same time 
with the Muses and Bellona. He was the same 
in the management of his family, and took equal 
care to form his children to the study of polite 
learning as to their military exercises. As 1 was 
his eldest, and consequently his favourite son, he 
took more than ordinary care of my education. 
I had a natural genius for study, and made extra- 
ordinary progress in it. Smitten with the love of 
book 8, and the praises which on all sides were 
bestowed upon me, I aspired to no other reputa- 
tion than that of learning. To my brothers I 

v leave the glory of battles and the pomp of 
triumphs; nay, more, I yielded them up my 
birthright and patrimony. I knew necessity was 
the great spur to study, and was afraid I should 
not merit the title of learned if I distinguished 
myself from others by nothing but a more plenti- 
ful fortune. Of all the sciences logic was the most 
to my taste. Such were the arms I chose to 
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ABELARD TO PHILINTUS 3 

profess. /Furnished with the weapons of reason- His 
ing I tooxpleasure in going to public disputations youthful 
to win trophies; and wherever I heard that this stru ^S* es 
art flourished, I ranged, like another Alexander, 
from province to province, to seek new adver- v 
saries with whom I might try my strengtiJ/ 

The ambition I had to become formidable in 
logic led me at last to Paris, the centre of polite- 
ness, and where the science I was so smitten with 
had usually been in the greatest perfection. I put 
myself under the direction of one Champeaux* 
a professor who had acquired the character of 
the most skilful philosopher of his age, but by 
negative excellencies only as being the least • 
ignorant! He received me with great demon- 
strations of kindness, but I was not so happy as 
to please him long ; for I was too knowing in the 
subjects he discoursed upon, and I often confuted 
his notions. Frequently in our disputations I 
pushed a good argument so home that all his 
subtlety was not able to elude its force. It was 
impossible he should see himself surpassed by his 
scholar without resentment. It is sometimes 
dangerous to have too much merit. 

Envy increased against me in proportion to my 
reputation. My enemies endeavoured to interrupt 
my progress, but their malice only provoked my 
courage. Measuring my abilities by the jealousy 
I had raised, I thought I had no further need for 
Champeaux'8 lectures, but rather that I was suffi- 
ciently qualified to read to others. I stood for a ^ 
post which was vacant at Melun. My master 
used all his artifice to defeat my hopes, but in 
vain ; and on this occasion I triumphed over his 
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He con- cunning as before I had done over his learning, 
quers My lectures were always crowded, and my begin- 
oeaux nm S 8 *° fortunate, that I entirely obscured the 
renown of my famous master. Flushed with these 
happy conquests, I removed to Corbeil to attack 
the masters there, and so establish my character of 
the ablest logician. The rush of travelling threw 
me into a dangerous distemper, and not being able 
to recover my health, my physicians, who perhaps 
were in league with Champeaux, advised me to 
remove to jny native air. Thus I voluntarily 
banished myself for some years. I leave you to 
imagine whether my absence was not regretted 
by the better sort. At length I recovered my 
health, when I received news that my greatest 
adversary had taken the habit of a monk; you 
may think it was an act of penitence for having 
persecuted me; quite the contrary, 'twas ambi- 
tion ; he resolved to raise himself to some church 
dignity, therefore fell into the beaten track and 
took on him the garb of feigned austerity ; for 
this is the easiest and shortest way to the highest 
ecclesiastical dignities. His wishes were success- 
ful and he obtained a bishopric ; yet did he not 
quit Paris and the care of his schools : he went to 
his diocese to gather in his revenues, but returned 
and passed the rest of his time in reading lectures 
to those few pupils which followed him. After 
this I often engaged with him, and may reply to 
you as Ajax did to the Greeks : — 

* If you demand the fortune of that day 
'When stak'd on this right hand your honours lay, 
If I did not oblige the foe to yield, 
Yet did I never basely quit the field.' 
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ABELARD TO PHILINTUS 5 

About this time my father, Beranger, who to He 
the age of sixty had lived very agreeably, retired studies 
from the world and shut himself up in a cloister, divinity 
where he offered up to Heaven the languid re- 
mains of a life he could make no further use of. ^ 
My mother, who was yet young, took the same 
resolution. She turned a Religious, but did not 
entirely abandon the satisfactions of life; her 
friends were continually at the grate, and the 
monastery, when one has an inclination to make 
it so, is exceedingly charming and pleasant. I 
was present when my mother was professed. At 
my return I resolved to study divinity, and in- 
quired for a director in that study. I was 
recommended to* one Anselm, the very oracle of 
his time, but, to give you my own opinion, one 
more venerable for his age and his wrinkles than 
for his genius or learning. If you consulted him 
upon any difficulty, the sure consequence was to 
be much more uncertain in the point. They who 
only saw him admired him, but those who rea- 
soned with him were extremely dissatisfied. He 
was a great master of words and talked much, 
but meant nothing. His discourse was a fire, 
which, instead of enlightening, obscured every- 
thing with its smoke; a tree beautified with 
variety of leaves and branches, but barren of fruit. 
I came to him with a desire to learn, but found 
him like the fig tree in the Gospel, or the old oak 
to which Lucan compares Pompey. I continued 
not long underneath his shadow. I took for my 
guides the primitive Fathers and boldly launched 
into the ocean of the Holy Scriptures. In a 
short time I had made such progress that others 
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Lovecon- chose me for their director. The number of my 
quers him scholars was incredible, and the gratuities I re- 
ceived from them were proportionate to the great 
reputation I had acquired. Now I found myself 
safe in the harbour, the storms were passed, and 
the rage of my enemies had spent itself without 
effect. Happy had I known to make a right 
use of this calm ! But when the mind is most 
easy 'tis most exposed to love, and even security 
is here the most dangerous state. 

And now, my friend, I am going to expose to 
you all my weaknesses. All men, I believe, are 
under a necessity of paying tribute at some time or 
other to Love, and it is vain to strive to avoid it. 
I was a philosopher, yet this tyrant of the mind 
triumphed over all my wisdom ; his darts were of 
greater force than all my reasonings, and with a 
sweet constraint he led me wherever he pleased. 
Heaven, amidst an abundance of blessings with 
which I was intoxicated, threw in a heavy afflic- 
tion. I Decame a most signal example of its 
vengeance, and the more unhappy because, having 
deprived me of the means of accomplishing satis- 
faction, it left me to the fury of my criminal 
desires. I will tell you, my dear friend, the 
particulars of my story, and leave you to judge 
whether I deserved so severe a correction. 

I had a! way 8 an aversion for those light women 
whom 'tis a reproach to pursue ; I was ambitious 
in my choice, and wished to find some obstacles, 
that I might surmount them with the greater glory 
and pleasure. 

There was in Paris a young creature (ah, Phil- 
intus ! ) formed in a prodigality of nature to show 
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ABELARD TO PHILINTUS 7 

mankind a finished composition ; dear Heloise, He meets 
the reputed niece of one Fulbert, a canon. Her Heloise 
wit and her beauty would have stirred the dullest 
and most insensible heart, and her education was 
equally admirable. Heloise was the mistress of 
the most polite arts. You may easily imagine that 
this did not a little help to captivate me ; I saw 
her, I loved her, I resolved to make her love me. 
The thirst of glory cooled immediately in my 
heart, and all my passions were lost in this new 
one. I thought of nothing but Heloise ; every- 
thing brought her image to my mind. I was 
pensive and restless, and my passion was so violent 
as to admit of no restraint. I was always vain and 
presumptive ; I flattered myself already with the 
most bewitching hopes. My reputation had spread 
itself everywhere, and could a virtuous lady resist 
a man who had confounded all the learned of the 
age ? I was young—- could she show an insensi- 
bility to those vows which my heart never formed 
for any but herself? My person was advantageous 
enough, and by my dress no one would have 
suspected me for a doctor ; and dress, you know, 
is not a little engaging with women. Besides, I 
had wit enough to write a billet-doux, and hoped, 
if ever she permitted my absent self to entertain 
her, she would read with pleasure those breathings 
of my heart. 

Filled with these notions I thought of nothing 
but the means to speak to her. Lovers either find 
or make all things easy. By the offices of common 
friends I gained the acquaintance of Fulbert ; and 
can you believe it, Prnlintus, he allowed me the 
privilege of his table, and an apartment in his house ? 
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He I paid him, indeed, a considerable sum, for persons 
teaches ot his character do nothing without money. But 
osJph y what would I not have given ! You, my friend, 
know what love is ; imagine then what a pleasure 
it must have been to a heart so inflamed as mine 
to be always so near the dear object of desire ! I 
would not have exchanged my happy condition for 
that of the greatest monarch upon earth. I saw 
Heloise, I spoke to her— each action, each con- 
fused look told her the trouble of my soul. And 
she, on the other side, gave me ground to hope for 
everything from her generosity. Fulbert desired 
me to instruct her in philosophy ; by this means I 
found opportunities of being in private with her, 
and yet I was surely of all men the most timorous 
in declaring my passion. 

As I was with her one day alone, * Charming 
Heloise/ said I, blushing, * if you know yourself 
you will not be surprised with the passion you have 
inspired me with. Uncommon as it is, I can ex- 
press it but with the common terms — I love you, 
adorable Heloise ! Till now I thought philosophy 
made us masters of all our passions, and that it was 
a refuge from the storms in which weak mortals are 
tossed and shipwrecked ; but you have destroyed 
my security and broken this philosophic courage. 
I have despised riches ; honour and its pageantries 
could never wake a weak thought in me, beauty 
alone has stirred my soul ; happy if she who raised 
this passion kindly receives this declaration ; but 
if it is an offence ? — * 

'No,' replied Heloise, 'she must be very 
ignorant of your merit who can be offended at your 
passion. But for my own repose I wish either that 
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ABELARD fO PHILINTUS 9 

you had not made this declaration, or that I were And love 
at liberty not to suspect your sincerity.' 

'Ah, divine Heloise,' said I, flinging myself 
at her feet, * I swear by yourself — ' I was go- 
ing on to convince her of the truth of my passion, 
but heard a noise, and it was Fulbert : there was 
no avoiding it, I had to do violence to my desire 
and change the discourse to some other subject. 
After this I found frequent opportunities to free 
Heloise from those suspicions which the general 
insincerity of men had raised in her ; and she too 
much desired that what I said might be true not 
to believe it. Thus there was a most happy under- 
standing between us. The same house, the same 
love, united our persons and our desires. How 
many soft moments did we pass together! We 
took all opportunities to express to each other our 
mutual affection, and were ingenious in contriving 
incidents which might give us a plausible occasion 
of meeting. Pyramus and Thisbe's discovery of 
the crack in the wall was but a slight representa- 
tion of our love and its sagacity. In the dead of 
nighty when Fulbert and his domestics were in a 
sound sleep, we improved the time proper with the 
sweets of love ; not contenting ourselves, like those 
unfortunate lovers, with giving insipid kisses to a 
wall, we made use of all the moments of our charm- 
ing interviews. In the place where we met we had 
no lions to fear, and the study of philosophy served 
us for a blind. But I was so far from making any 
advances in the sciences that I lost all my taste for 
them, and when I was obliged to go from the 
sight of my dear mistress to my philosophical 
exercises, it was with the utmost regret and 
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Herunde melancholy. Love is incapable of being con- 
separates cealed ; a word, a look, nay, silence, speaks it. 
them y[y scholars discovered it first ; they saw I had 
no longer that vivacity of thought to which all 
things are easy ; I could now do nothing but write 
verses to soothe my passion. I quitted Aristotle and 
his dry maxims to practise the precepts of the more 
ingenious Ovid. No day passed in which I did not 
compose amorous verses; love was my inspiring 
Apollo. My songs were spread abroad and gained 
me frequent applause. Those who were in love as 
I was took a pride in learning them, and by luckily 
applying my thoughts and verses they obtained 
favours which perhaps they would not otherwise 
have gained. This gave our amours such an eclat 
that the lives of Heloise and Abelard were the 
subject of all conversations. 

The town talk at last reached Fulbert's ears ; 
it was with great difficulty he gave credit to what 
he heard, for he loved his niece, and was prejudiced 
in my favour; but upon closer examination he 
began to be less credulous. He surprised us in 
one of our more tender conversations. How fatal 
sometimes are the consequences of curiosity ! The 
anger of Fulbert seemed too moderate on this 
occasion, and I feared in the end some more heavy 
revenge. It is impossible to express the grief and 
regret which filled my soul when I was obliged to 
leave the Canon's house and my dear Heloise. 
But this separation of our persons the more firmly 
united our minds ; and the desperate condition we 
were reduced to made us capable of attempting 
anything. 

My intrigues gave me but little shame, so 
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lovingly did I regard the occasion ; think what The 
the gay young divinities said when Vulcan caught «pwode of 
Mars and the Goddess of Beauty in his net, and mai 
impute it all to me. Fulbert surprised me with 
Heloise, but what man that had a soul in him 
would not have borne any ignominy on the same 
conditions? The next day I provided myself 
with a private lodging near the loved house, being 
resolved not to abandon my prey. I abode some 
time without appearing publicly. Ah ! how long 
did those few days seem to me ! When we fall 
from a state of happiness with what impatience do 
we bear our misfortunes ! 

It being impossible that I could live without 
seeing Heloise, I endeavoured to engage her ser- 
vant, whose name was Agaton, in my interest. 
She was brown, well-shaped, and a person superior 
to her rank ; her features were regular and her 
eyes sparkling, fit to raise love in any man whose 
heart was not prepossessed by another passion. I 
met her alone and entreated her to have pity on a 
distressed lover. She answered she would under- 
take anything to serve me, but there was a reward. 
At these words I opened my purse and showed 
the shining metal which puts to sleep guards, 
forces a way through rocks, and softens the heart 
of the most obdurate fair. 

'You are mistaken,' said she, smiling and 
shaking her head, ' you do not know me ; could 
gold tempt me, a rich abbot takes his nightly 
station and sings under my window ; he offers to 
send me to his abbey, which, he says, is situated 
in the most pleasant country in the world. A 
courtier offers me a considerable sum and assures 
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The me I need have no apprehension, for if our amours 
maid's na ve consequences he will marry me to his gentle- 
revenge man ^^ gj ve y m a handsome employment. To 
say nothing of a young officer who patrols about 
here every night and makes his attacks in all sorts 
of imaginable forms. It must be love only which 
could oblige him to follow me, for I have not, like 
your great ladies, any rings or jewels to tempt 
him. Yet, during all his siege of love, his feathers 
and his embroidered coat have not made any 
breach in my heart. I shall not quickly be 
brought to capitulate, I am too faithful to my 
first conqueror.' 

She looked earnestly at me, and I said I did 
not understand. 

- * For a man of sense and gallantry/ she replied, 
'you are slow of apprehension. I am in love 
with you, Abelard ; I know you adore Heloise, 
and I do not blame you, I desire only to enjoy 
the second place in your affections. I have a 
tender heart as well as my mistress; you may 
without difficulty make returns to my passion. 
Do not perplex yourself with scruples ; a prudent 
man should love several at the same time, then if 
one should fail he is not left unprovided.' 

You can imagine, Philintus, how much I was 
surprised at these words.: so entirely did I love 
Heloise that, without reflecting whether Agaton 
spoke reasonably or not, I immediately left her. 
When I had gone a little way from her I looked 
back and saw her biting her nails in a rage of 
disappointment ; this made me fear some fatal 
consequences. She hastened to Fulbert and told 
him the offer I had made her, but I suppose 
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concealed the other part of the story. The He 
Canon never forgave this affront ; I afterwards ¥PP?* °^ 
perceived he was more deeply concerned for his Hc,0,sc 
niece than I had at first imagined. Let no lover 
hereafter follow my example, for a woman rejected 
is an outrageous creature. Agaton was at her 
window night and day on purpose to keep me 
away from her mistress, and so she gave her 
gallants every opportunity to display their abilities. 

I was infinitely perplexed what course to take ; 
at last I applied myself to Heloise's singing-master. 
The shining metal, which had no effect on Agaton, 
charmed him: he was excellently qualified for 
conveying a billet with the greatest dexterity and 
secrecy. He delivered one of mine to Heloise, 
who, according to my appointment, met me at the 
end of the garden, 1 having scaled the wall with 
a ladder of ropes. I confess to you all my failings, 
Philintus ; how would my enemies Champeaux 
and Anselm have triumphed had they seen this 
redoubted philosopher in such a wretched condi- 
tion. Well ! I met my soul's joy — my Heloise ! 
I shall not transcribe our transports, they were not 
long, for the first news Heloise acquainted me 
with plunged me into a thousand distractions. A 
floating Delos was to be sought for, where she 
might be safely delivered of a burden she began 
already to feel. Without losing much time in 
debating, I made her presently quit the Canon's 
house and at break of day depart for Brittany; 
where she, like another goddess, gave the world 
another Apollo, which my sister took care of. 

This carrying off of Heloise was sufficient re- 
venge on Fulbert. It filled him with the deepest 



y Google 



marriage 



14 LETTER I 

Heloise concern, and had like to have deprived him of the 
v disap- small share of wits which Heaven had allowed him. 
ia nK2J His sorrow and lamentation gave the censorious 
an occasion of suspecting him for something more 
than the uncle of Heloise. 

In short, I began to pity his misfortune, and 
to think this robbery which love had made me 
commit was a sort of treason. I endeavoured to 
appease his anger by a sincere confession of all 
that was past, and by hearty engagements to marry 
Heloise secretly. He gave me his consent, and 
with many protestations and embraces confirmed 
our reconciliation. But what dependence can be 
made on the word of an ignorant devotee ? He 
was only plotting a cruel revenge, as you will see 
by what follows. 

I took a journey into Brittany in order to bring 
back my dear Heloise, whom I now considered 
my wife. When I had acquainted her with what 
had passed between the Canon and me I found 
she was of a contrary opinion to me. She urged 
all that was possible to divert me from marriage 
— that it was a bond always fatal to a philoso- 
pher ; that the cries of children and the cares of 
a family were utterly inconsistent with the tran- 
quillity and application which study require. She 
quoted to me all that was written on the subject 
by Theophrastus, Cicero, and, above all, insisted 
on the unfortunate Socrates, who quitted life with 
joy because by that means he left Xanthippe. 

'Will it not be more agreeable to me,' said 
she, ' to see myself your mistress than your wife ? 
And will not love have more power than mar- 
riage to keep our hearts firmly united ? Pleasures 
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tasted sparingly and with difficulty have always a LncOla * 
higher relish, whilst everything that is easy and r *~ 
common grows stale and insipid.' 

I was unmoved by all this reasoning, so Heloise 
prevailed upon my sister to speak to me. Lucilla 
(for that was her name) therefore took me aside 
and said, — 

« What do you intend, brother ? Is it possible 
that Abelard should in earnest think of marrying 
Heloise ? She seems, indeed, to deserve a per- 
petual affection; beauty, youth and learning, all 
that can make a person valuable meet in her. 
You may adore all this if you please, but not to 
flatter you, what is beauty but a flower which 
may be blasted by the least fit of sickness ? When 
those features with which you have been so capti- 
vated shall be sunk, and those graces lost, you 
will too late repent that you have entangled your- 
self in a chain from which death alone can free 
you. I shall see you reduced to the married 
man's only hope of survivorship. Do you 
think that learning makes Heloise more amiable ? 
I know she is not one of those affected females 
who are continually oppressing you with fine 
speeches, criticising looks, and deciding upon 
the merit of authors. When such a one is in the 
rush of her discourse, husband, friends and ser- 
vants all fly before her. Heloise has not this 
fault, yet 'tis troublesome not to be at liberty to 
use the least improper expression before a wife 
which you hear with pleasure from a mistress. 
But you say you are sure of the affection of 
Heloise; I believe it; she has given you no 
ordinary proofs. But can you be sure marriage 

B 
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Fulberf a will not be the tomb of her love ? The name of 
revenge husband and master is always harsh, and Heloise 
will not be the Phoenix you now think her. 
Will she not be a woman ? Come, come, the 
head of a philosopher is less secure than those of 
other men ! ' 

My sister grew warm in the argument, and 
was going on to give me a hundred more reasons 
of this kind, but I angrily interrupted her, telling 
her only that she did not know Heloise. 

A few days after we departed together from 
Brittany and came to Paris, where I completed 
my project. It was my intent my marriage should 
be kept secret, and therefore Heloise retired among 
the nuns of Argenteuil. 

I now thought Fulbert's anger disarmed ; I 
lived in peace ; but alas ! our marriage proved 
but a weak defence against his revenge. Observe, 
Philintus, to what a barbarity he pursued it ! He 
bribed my servants ; an assassin came into my bed- 
chamber by night, with a razor in his hand, and 
found me in a deep sleep. I suffered the most 
, shameful punishment that the revenge of an enemy 
could invent ; in short, without losing my life, I 
lost my manhood. So cruel an action escaped 
not justice, the villain suffered the same mutila- 
tion, poor comfort for so irretrievable an evil. I 
confess to you that shame more than any sincere 
penitence made me resolve to hide myself from 
the sight of men, yet could I not separate myself 
from my Heloise. Jealousy took possession of 
my mind, and at the very expense of her happi- 
ness I decreed to disappoint all rivals. Before I 
put myself in a cloister I obliged her to take the 
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habit and retire into the nunnery of Argenteuil. They 
I remember somebody would have opposed her S J^ C &** 
making such a cruel sacrifice of herself, but she c * 018ter 
answered in the words of Cornelia after the death 
of Pompey the Great, — 

' O my loved lord, our fatal marriage draws 

On thee this doom, and I the guilty cause ! 

Then whilst thou goest th' extremes of fate to prove, 
. I'll share that fete and expiate thus my love.' 

Speaking these verses she marched up to the 
altar and took the veil with a constancy which I 
could not have expected in a woman who had so 
high* a taste of pleasures which she might still ' 
enjoy. I blushed at my own weakness, and 
without deliberating a moment longer I buried 
myself in a cloister and resolved to vanquish a 
useless passion. I now reflected that God had 
chastised me thus grievously that He might 
save me from that destruction in which I had like 
to have been swallowed up. In order to avoid 
idleness, the unhappy incendiary of those criminal 
flames which had ruined me in the world, I 
endeavoured in my retirement to put those talents 
to a good use which I had before so much abused. 
I gave the novices rules of divinity agreeable to the 
Holy Fathers and Councils. In the meanwhile 
the enemies that my new fame had raised up, — 
and especially Alberic and Lotulf, who, after the 
death of their masters Champeaux and Anselm, 
assumed the sovereignty of learning, — began to 
attack me. They loaded me with the falsest 
imputations, and, notwithstanding all my defence, 
I had the mortification to see my books con- 
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He builds demned by a Council and burnt. This was a 
the cutting sorrow, and, believe me, Philintus, the 

Paraclete f ormcr calamity I suffered by the cruelty of Ful- 
bert was nothing in comparison to this. 

The affront I had newly received and the 
scandalous debaucheries of the monks obliged me 
to banish myself, and retire near to Nogent. I 
lived in a desert where I flattered myself I should 
avoid fame and be secure from the malice of my 
enemies. I was again deceived. The desire of 
being taught by me drew crowds of auditors even 
hither. Many left the towns and their houses, 
and came and lived in tents; for herbs, coarse 
fare and hard lodging, they abandoned the deli- 
cacies of a plentiful table and an easy life. I 
looked like the prophet in the wilderness attended 
by his disciples. My lectures were perfectly 
clear from all that had oeen condemned. Happy 
had it been if our solitude had been inaccessible to 
envy ! With the considerable gratuities I received 
I built a chapel, and dedicated it to the Holy 
Ghost by the name of the Paraclete. The rage 
of my enemies now awakened again and forced 
me to quit this retreat. This I did without much 
difficulty, but first the Bishop of Troyes gave me 
leave to establish there a nunnery, and commit it 
to the care of my dear Heloise. When I had 
settled her there, can you believe it, Philintus, I 
left her without taking leave. 

I did not wander long without any settled 
habitation, for the Duke of Brittany, informed of 
my misfortunes, named me to the Abbey of St. 
Gildas, where I now am, and where I suffer 
every day fresh persecutions. 
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I live in a barbarous country, the language of The in- 
which I don't understand ; I have no conversa- to™** of 
tion but with the rudest people. My walks are JL^J° r 
on the inaccessible shore of a sea which is always 
stormy. My monks are known only for their 
dissoluteness, and live without any rule or order. 
Could you see the abbey, Philintus, you would 
not recognise it for one : the doors and walls are 
without any ornament save the heads of wild boars 
and the feet of hinds, which are nailed up, and 
the hides of frightful animals. The cells are 
hung with the skins of deer; the monks have 
not so much as a bell to wake them, the cocks and 
dogs supply that defect. In short, they pass their 
time in hunting, and I would to God that were 
their greatest fault ! Their pleasures do not ter- 
minate there, and I try in vain to recall them to 
their duty ; they all combine against me, and I 
only expose myself to continual vexations and 
dangers, I imagine I see every moment a naked 
sword hang over my head. Sometimes they sur- 
round me and load me with infinite abuses ; some- 
times they abandon me, and I am left alone to 
my own tormenting thoughts. I make it my 
endeavour to merit by my sufferings and so appease 
an angry God. Sometimes I grieve for the loss 
of the house of the Paraclete and wish to see it 
again. Ah, Philintus! does not the love for 
Heloise yet burn in my heart ! I have not yet 
triumphed over that unhappy passion. In the 
midst of my retirement I sigh, I weep, I pine, I 
speak the dear name of Heloise, and delight to 
hear the sound ! I complain of the severity of 
Heaven ; but oh ! let us not deceive' ourselves, I 
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Love still have not yet made a right use of grace. I am 
reign* thoroughly wretched ; I have not yet torn from my 
heart the deep roots which vice has planted in it, 
for if my conversion were sincere, how could I 
take pleasure in relating my past faults ? Could I 
not more easily comfort myself in my afflictions ; 
could I not turn to my advantage those words of 
God Himself — If they have persecuted Me they will 
alio persecute you ; if the world hate you 9 ye know 
that it bated Me also. Come, Philintus, let us 
make a strong effort, turn our misfortunes to our 
advantage, make them meritorious, or at least 
wipe out our offences: let us receive without 
murmuring what comes from the hand of God, 
and let us not oppose our will to His. Adieu ; I 
give you advice which, could I myself follow, I 
should be happy. 
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Heloise to Abelard 

To her Lord, her Father, her Husband, her 
Brother; bis Servant, bis Child, his Wife, his 
Sister, and to express all that is humble, respect- 
ful and loving to her Abelard, Heloise writes 
tins. 

A consolatory letter of yours to a friend Mournful 
happened some days since to fall into my hands ; remem- 
my knowledge of the writing and my love of the l* 1 * 11083 
hand gave me the curiosity to open it. In justi- 
fication of the liberty I took, I flattered myself I 
might claim a sovereign privilege over everything 
which came from you. Nor was I scrupulous to 
break through the rules of good breeding when I 
was to hear news of Abelard. But how dear did 
my curiosity cost me ! What disturbance did it 
occasion, and how surprised I was to find the 
whole letter filled with a particular and melan- v 
choly account of our misfortunes ! I met with 
my name a hundred times ; I never saw it without 
fear, some heavy calamity always followed it. I 
saw yours too, equally unhappy. These mournful 
but dear remembrances put my heart into such 
violent motion that I thought it was too much 
to offer comfort to a friend for a few slight dis- 
graces, But such extraordinary means as the 
representation of our sufferings and revolutions. 
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The What reflections did I not make ! I began to 
sorrows consider the whole afresh, and perceived myself 
Auwj-51 pressed with the same weight of grief as when 
we first began to be miserable. Though length 
of time ought to have closed up my wounds, yet 
the seeing them described by your hand was 
sufficient to make them all open and bleed afresh. 
Nothing can ever blot from my memory what you 
have suffered in defence of your writings. I 
cannot help thinking of the rancorous malice of 
Alberic and Lotulf. A cruel Uncle and an 
injured Lover will always be present to my 
aching sight. I shall never forget what enemies 
your learning, and what envy your glory raised 
against you. I shall never forget your reputation, 
so justly acquired, torn to pieces and blasted by 
the inexorable cruelty of pseudo pretenders to 
science. Was not your treatise of Divinity con- 
demned to be burnt ? Were you not threatened 
with perpetual imprisonment ? In vain you urged 
in your defence that your enemies imposed upon 
you opinions quite different from your meanings. 
In vain you condemned those opinions ; all was of 
no effect towards your justification, 'twas resolved 
you should be a heretic! What did not those 
two false prophets accuse you of who declaimed 
so severely against you before the Council of 
Sens? What scandals were vented on occasion 
of the name of Paraclete given to your chapel ! 
What a storm was raised against you by the 
treacherous monks when you did them the 
honour to be called their brother ! This history 
of our numerous misfortunes, related in so true and 
moving a manner, made my heart bleed within me» 
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My tears, which I could not refrain, have blotted Hefoise 
half your letter; I wish they had effaced the weeps 
whole, and that I had returned it to you in that 
condition ; I should then have been satisfied with 
the little time I kept it ; but it was demanded of 
me too soon. 

I must confess I was much easier in my mind 
before I read your letter. Surely all the mis- 
fortunes of lovers are conveyed to them through >/ 
the eyes : upon reading your letter I feel all mine 
renewed. I reproached myself for having been 
so long without venting my sorrows, when the 
rage of our unrelenting enemies still burns with the 
tame fury. Since length of time, which disarms 
the strongest hatred, seems but to aggravate theirs ; 
since it is decreed that your virtue shall be perse- 
cuted till it takes refuge in the grave — and even 
then, perhaps, your ashes will not be allowed to 
rest in peace! — let me always meditate on your 
calamities, let me publish them through all the 
world, if possible, to shame an age that has not 
known how to value you. I will spare no one 
since no one would interest himself to protect you, 
and your enemies are never weary of oppressing 
your innocence. Alas! my memory is perpetu- 
ally filled with bitter remembrances of passed 
evils; and are there more to be feared still? 
Shall my Abelard never be mentioned without 
tears ? Shall the dear name never be spoken but 
with sighs ? Observe, I beseech you, to what a 
wretched condition you have reduced me; sad, 
afflicted, without any possible comfort unless it ,J ' 4 . 
proceed from you. Be not then unkind, nor v 
deny me, I beg of you, that little relief which you 
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She bids only can give. Let me have a faithful account of 

Abelard all that concerns you ; I would know everything, 

wr " c be it ever so unfortunate. Perhaps by mingling my 

sighs with yours I may make your sufferings 

less, for it is said that all sorrows divided are made 

lighter. 

Tell me not by way of excuse you will spare 
me tears ; the tears of women shut up in a melan- 
r ~ choly place and devoted to penitence are not to be 
spared. And if you wait for an opportunity to 
write pleasant and agreeable things to us, you will 
delay writing too long. Prosperity seldom chooses 
the side of the virtuous, and fortune is so blind that 
in a crowd in which there is perhaps but one wise 
and brave man it is not to be expected that she 
should single him out. Write to me then im- 
mediately and wait not for miracles ; they are too 
scarce, and we too much accustomed to mis- 
fortunes to expect a happy turn. I shall always 
have this, if you please, and this will always be 
agreeable to me, that when I receive any letter 
from you I shall know you still remember me. 
Seneca (with whose writings you made me ac- 
quainted), though he was a Stoic, seemed to be so 
very sensible to this kind of pleasure, that upon 
opening any letters from Lucilius he imagined he 
felt the same delight as when they conversed 
together. 

I have made it an observation since our absence, 
that we are much fonder of the pictures of those we 
love when they are at a great distance than when 
they are near us. It seems to me as if the farther 
they are removed their pictures grow the more 
finished, and acquire a greater resemblance ; or 
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at least our imagination, which perpetually figures The 
them to us by the desire we have of seeing them PJJJ^ °* 
again, makes us think so. By a peculiar power lctters 
love can make that seem life itself which, as soon 
as the loved object returns, is nothing but a little 
canvas and flat colour. I have your picture in my 
room ; I never pass it without stopping to look at 
it ; and yet when you are present with me I scarce 
ever cast my eyes on it. If a picture, which is 
but a mute representation of an object, can give 
such pleasure, what cannot letters inspire ? They 
have souls ; they can speak ; they have in' them 
all that force which expresses the transports of the 
heart ; they have all the fire of our passions, they 
can raise them as much as if the persons them- 
selves were present ; they have all the tenderness* 
and the delicacy of speech, and sometimes even a 
boldness of expression beyond it. 

We may write to each other ; so innocent a 
pleasure is not denied us. Let us not lose through 
negligence the only happiness which is left us, and 
the only one perhaps which the malice of our 
enemies can never ravish from us. I shall read 
that you are my husband and you shall see me sign 
myself your wife. In spite of all our misfortunes 
you may be what you please in your letter. 
Letters were first invented for consoling such 
solitary wretches as myself. Having lost the 
substantial pleasures of seeing and possessing you, 
I shall in some measure compensate this loss by 
the satisfaction I shall find in your writing. There 
I shall read your most sacred thoughts ; I shall 
carry them always about with me, I shall kiss 
them every moment; if you can be capable of 
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His duty any jealousy let it be for the fond caresses I shall 

to her bestow upon your letters, and envy only the happi- 

nuM ne88 of those rivals. That writing may be no 

trouble to you, write always to me carelessly and 

without study ; I had rather read the dictates of the 

y/ heart than of the brain. I cannot live if you will not 

tell me that you still love me ; but that language 

ought to be so natural to you, that I believe you 

cannot speak otherwise to me without violence to 

yourself. And since by this melancholy relation 

to your friend you have awakened all my sorrows, 

'tis but reasonable you should allay them by some 

tokens of your unchanging love. 

I do not however reproach you for the innocent 
artifice you made use of to comfort a person in 
affliction by comparing his misfortune to another 
far greater. Charity is ingenious in finding out 
such pious plans, and to be commended for using 
them. But do you owe nothing more to us than 
to that friend — be the friendship between you ever 
so intimate \ We are called your Sisters ; we call 
ourselves your children, and if it were possible to 
think of any expression which could signify a 
dearer relation, or a more affectionate regard and 
mutual obligation between us, we should use it. 
If we could be so ungrateful as not to speak our 
just acknowledgments to you, this church, these 
altars, these walls, would reproach our silence and 
speak for us. But without leaving it to that, it 
will always be a pleasure to me to say that you 
s only are the founder of this house, 'tis wholly your 
work. You, by inhabiting here, have given fame 
and holiness to a place known before only for 
robberies and murders. You have in a literal 
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sense made the den of thieves into a house of Woman 
prayer. These cloisters owe nothing to public needs 
charities ; our walls were not raised by the usuries •'W ™ 
of publicans, nor their foundations laid in base 
extortion. The God whom we serve sees nothing 
but innocent riches and harmless votaries whom 
you have placed here. Whatever this young vine- 
yard is, is owing only to you, and it is your part 
to employ your whole care to cultivate and im- 
prove it ; this ought to be one of the principal 
affairs of your life. Though our holy renunciation, 
our vows and our manner of life seem to secure us 
from all temptation ; though our walls and gates 
prohibit all approaches, yet it is the outside only, 
the bark of the tree, that is protected from injuries ; 
the sap of the original corruption may imperceptibly 
spread within, even to the heart, and prove fatal 
to the most promising plantation, unless continual 
care be taken to cultivate and secure it* Virtue in 
us is grafted upon nature and the woman ; the one 
is changeable, the other is weak. To plant the 
Lord' 8 vineyard is a work of no little labour ; but 
after it is planted it will require great application 
and diligence to dress it. The Apostle of 
the Gentiles, great labourer as he was, says he 
hath planted, Apollos hath watered, but it is God 
that gives the increase. Paul had planted the 
Gospel amongst the Corinthians, Apollos, his 
zealous disciple, continued to cultivate it by frequent 
exhortations ; and the grace of God, which their 
constant prayers implored for that church, made 
the work of both be fruitful., 

This ought to be an example for your conduct 
towards us. I know you are not slothful, yet 
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The your labours arc not directed towards us ; your 
friend- carC 8 are wasted upon a set of men whose thoughts 
saints are on ^ eartn ^y> ^d y ou refuse to reach out your 
hand to support those who are weak and stagger- 
ing in their way to heaven, and who with all their 
endeavours can scarcely prevent themselves from 
falling. You fling the pearls of the Gospel before 
swine when you speak to those who are filled with 
the good things of this world and nourished with 
- the fatness of the earth ; and you neglect the 
; innocent sheep, who, tender as they are, would 
yet follow you over deserts and mountains. Why 
are such pains thrown away upon the ungrateful, 
while not a thought is bestowed upon your 
children, whose souls would be filled with a 
sense of your goodness? But why should I 
entreat you in the name of your children ? Is it 
possible I should fear obtaining anything of you 
when I ask it in my own name ? And must I 
use any other prayers than my own in order to 
prevail upon you ? The St. Austins, Tertullians 
and Jeromes have written to the Eudoxias, Paulas 
and Melanias; and can you read those names, 
though of saints, and not remember mine ? Can 
it be criminal for you to imitate St. Jerome and 
discourse with me concerning the Scriptures; or 
Tertullian and preach mortification ; or St. Austin 
and explain to me the nature of grace? Why 
should I alone not reap the advantage of your 
learning ? When you write to me you will write 
to your wife; marriage has made such a corre- 
spondence lawful, and since you can without the 
least scandal satisfy me, why will you not ? I am 
not only engaged by my vows, but I have the fear 



y Google 



HELOISE TO ABELARD 29 

of my Uncle before me. There is nothing, then, Love still 
that you need dread ; you need not fly to conquer. l* ves 
You may see me, hear my sighs, and be a witness 
of all my sorrows without incurring any danger, 
since you can only relieve me with tears and 
words. If I have put myself into a cloister with * 
reason, persuade me to stay in it with devotion. 
You have been the occasion of all my misfortunes, 
you therefore must be the instrument of all my 
comfort. 

You cannot but remember (for lovers cannot 
forget) with what pleasure I have passed whole 
days in hearing your discourse. How when you 
were absent I shut myself from everyone to write 
to you ; how uneasy I was till my letter had come 
to your hands ; what artful management it required 
to engage messengers. This detail perhaps sur- 
prises you, and you are in pain for what may 
follow. But I am no longer ashamed that my 
passion had no bounds for you, for I have done 
more than all this. I have hated myself that I 
might love you ; I came hither to ruin myself in . 
a perpetual imprisonment that I might make you 
live quietly and at ease. Nothing but virtue, 
joined to a love perfectly disengaged from the 
senses, could have produced such effects. Vice 
never inspires anything like this, it is too much , 
enslaved to the body. When we love pleasures 
we love the living and not the dead. We leave 
off burning with desire for those who can no 
longer burn for us. This was my cruel Uncle's 
notion ; he measured my virtue by the frailty of 
my sex, and thought it was the man and not the 
person I loved. But he has been guilty to no 
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The purpose. I love you more than ever; and so 
liberty of reven g e myself on him. I will still love you with 
all the tenderness of my soul till the last moment 
of my life. If, formerly, my affection for you 
was not so pure, if in those days both mind and 
body loved you, I often told you even then that 
I was more pleased with possessing your heart than 
with any other happiness, and the man was the 
thing I least valued in you. 

You cannot but be entirely persuaded of this by 
the extreme unwillingness I showed to marry you, 
though I knew that the name of wife was honour- 
able in the world and holy in religion; yet the 
^V" , name of your mistress had greater charms because 
\ # y- it was more free. The bonds of matrimony, 
however honourable, still bear with them a 
necessary engagement, and I was very unwilling 
to be necessitated to love always a man who 
would perhaps not always love me7\ I despised 
the name of wife that I might live happy with 
that of mistress ; and I find by your letter to your 
friend you have not forgot that delicacy of passion 
which loved you always with the utmost tenderness 
— and yet wished to love you more! You 
have very justly observed in your letter that I 
esteemed those public engagements insipid which 
form alliances only to be dissolved by death, and 
which put life and love under the same unhappy 
necessity. But you have not added how often 
I have protested that it was infinitely preferable to 
me to live with Abelard as his mistress than with 
any other as Empress of the World. I was more 
happy in obeying you than I should have been as 
lawful spouse of the King of the Earth. Riches 
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>r 
and pomp are not the charm of love. True The 
tenderness makes us separate the lover from all martyrs 
that is external to him, and setting aside his £f arr j aa » 
position, fortune or employments, consider him Inai ™» c 
merely as himself. 

It is not love, but the desire of riches and 
position which makes a woman run into the 
embraces of an indolent husband. Ambition, and 
not affection, forms such marriages. I believe 
indeed they may be followed with some honours 
and advantages, but I can never think that this is 
the way to experience the pleasures of affectionate 
union, nor to feel those subtle and charming joys 
when hearts long parted are at last united. These 
martyrs of marriage pine always for larger fortunes 
which they think they have missed. The wife 
sees husbands richer than her own, and the 
husband wives better portioned than his. Their 
mercenary vows occasion regret, and regret pro- 
duces hatred. Soon they part — or else desire to. 
This restless and tormenting passion for gold 
punishes them for aiming at other advantages by 
love than love itself. • ^ 

If there is anything that may properly be called 
happiness here below, I am persuaded it is the 
union of two persons who love each other with 
perfect liberty, who are united by a secret inclin- 
ation, and satisfied with each other's merits. Their 
hearts are full and leave no vacancy for any other 
passion ; they enjoy perpetual tranquillity because 
they enjoy content. 

If I could believe you as truly persuaded of my 
merit as I am of yours, I might say there has been 
a time when we were such a pair. Aks ! how 
c 



y Google 



32 LETTER II 

Abelard's was it possible I should not be certain ot your 
attrac- m ind ? If I could ever have doubted it, the 
" ons universal esteem would have made me decide in 
your favour. What country, what city, has not 
desired your presence ? Could you ever retire but 
you drew the eyes and hearts of all after you ? 
Did not everyone rejoice in having seen you ? 
Even women, breaking through the laws of 
decorum which custom had imposed upon them, 
showed they felt more for you than mere esteem. 
I have known some who have been profuse in 
their husbands' praises who have yet envied me 
my happiness. But what could resist you ? Your 
reputation, which so much attracts the vanity of 
our sex, your air, your manner, that light in your 
eyes which expresses the vivacity of your mind, 
your conversation so easy and elegant that it gave 
everything you said an agreeable turn ; in short, 
everything spoke for you! Very different from 
those mere scholars who with all their learning 
have not the capacity to keep up an ordinary 
conversation, and who with all their wit cannot 
win a woman who has much less share of brains 
than themselves. 

With what ease did you compose verses ! And 
yet those ingenious trifles, which were but a 
recreation to you, are still the entertainment and 
^ delight of persons of the best taste. The smallest 
song, the least sketch of anything you made for 
me, had a thousand beauties capable of making it 
last as long as there are lovers in the world. 
Thus those songs will be sung in honour of other 
women which you designed only for me, and those 
tender and natural expressions which spoke your 
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love will help others to explain their passion with She is not 
much more advantage than they themselves aiei*** *** 
capable of. 

What rivalries did your gallantries of this kind 
occasion me! How many ladies lay claim to 
them ? 'Twas a tribute their self-love paid to their 
beauty. How many have I seen with sighs 
declare their passion for you when, after some 
common visit you had made them, they chanced 
to be complimented for the Sylvia of your poems. 
Others in despair and envy have reproached me 
that I had no charms but what your wit bestowed 
on me, nor in anything the advantage over them 
but in being beloved by you. Can you believe 
me if I tell you, that notwithstanding my sex, I 
thought myself peculiarly happy in having a lover 
to whom I was obliged tor my charms ; and took 
a secret pleasure in being admired by a man who, 
when he pleased, could raise his mistress to the 
character of a goddess. Pleased with your glory 
only, I read with delight all those praises you 
offered me, and without reflecting how little I 
deserved, I believed myself such as you described, 
that I might be more certain that I pleased you. 

But oh! where is that happy time? I now 
lament my lover, and of all my joys have nothing 
but the painful memory that they are past. Now 
learn, all you my rivals who once viewed my 
happiness with jealous eyes, that he you once 
envied me can never more be mine. I loved 
him ; my love was his crime and the cause of his 
punishment. My beauty once charmed him; 
pleased with each other we passed our brightest 
days in tranquillity and happiness. If that were a 



y Google 



34 LETTER II 

She re- crime, 'tis a crime I am yet fond of, and I have 
P«*c!ies no other regret save that against my will I must 

neglect now ** mnocent - But w ^ at do I w y* My 
misfortune was to have cruel relatives whose 
malice destroyed the calm we enjoyed ; had they 
been reasonable I had now been happy in the 
enjoyment of my dear husband. Oh ! how 
cruel were they when their blind fury urged a 
| villain to surprise you in your sleep ! Where was 
i I — where was your Heloise then? What joy 
should I have had in defending my lover; I 
would have guarded you from violence at the 
expense of my life. Oh! whither does this 
excess of passion hurry me ? Here love is shocked 
and modesty deprives me of words. 

But tell me whence proceeds your neglect of 
me since my being professed ? You know nothing 
moved me to it but your disgrace, nor did I give 
my consent, but yours. Let me hear what k the 
occasion of your coldness, or give me leave to tell 
you now my opinion. Was it not the sole thought 
of pleasure which engaged you to me ? And has 
not my tenderness, by leaving you nothing to wish 
for, extinguished your desires ? Wretched Heloise ! 
you could please when you wished to avoid it ; 
you merited incense when you could remove to a 
distance the hand that offered it : but since your 
heart has been softened and has yielded, since 
you have devoted and sacrificed yourself, you are 
deserted and forgotten! I am convinced by a 
sad experience that it is natural to avoid those to 
whom we have been too much obliged, and that 
uncommon generosity causes neglect rather than 
gratitude. My heart surrendered too soon to gain 
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the esteem of the conqueror ; you took it without Between 
difficulty and throw it aside with ease. But un- G°d and 
grateful as you are I am no consenting party to lr "** 
this, and though I ought not to retain a wish of 
my own, yet I still preserve secretly the desire to 
be loved by you. When I pronounced my sad vow 
I then had about me your last letters in which you 
protested your whole being wholly mine, and would 
never live but to love me. It is to you therefore 
I have offered myself; you had my heart and I 
had yours ; do not demand anything back. You 
must bear with my passion as a thing which of 
right belongs to you, and from which you can be 
no ways disengaged. 

Alas! what folly it is to talk in this way!'- 
I see nothing here but marks of the Deity, and 
I speak of nothing but man ! You have been the 
cruel occasion of this by your conduct, Unfaithful 
One! Ought you at once to break off loving 
me ! Why did you not deceive me for a while 
rather than immediately abandon me ? If you 
had given me at least some faint signs of a dying 
passion I would have favoured the deception. 
But in vain do I flatter myself that you could be 
constant ; you have left no vestige of an excuse 
for you. 1 am earnestly desirous to see you, but 
if that be impossible I will content myself with 
a few lines from your hand. Is it so hard for 
one who loves to write ? I ask for none of your 
letters filled with learning and writ for your re- 
putation ; all I desire is such letters as the heart 
dictates, and which the hand cannot transcribe 
fast enough. How did I deceive myself with 
hopes that you would be wholly mine when I 
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She took the veil, and engage myself to live for ever 

confesses under your laws ? For in being professed I 

x her sin vowe< i no more than to be yours only, and I 

forced myself voluntarily to a confinement which 

• - you desired for me. Death only then can make 

\ me leave the cloister where you have placed me ; 

\\ and then my ashes shall rest here and wait for yours 

I in order to show to the very last my obedience 

and devotion to you. 

Why should I conceal from you the secret of 
my call ? You know it was neither zeal nor 
devotion that brought me here. Your conscience 
is too faithful a witness to permit you to disown 
it. Yet here I am, and here I will remain ; to 
this place an unfortunate love and a cruel re- 
lation have condemned me. But if you do not 
continue your concern for me, if I lose your 
affection, what have I gained by my imprison- 
ment ? What recompense can I hope for ? The 
unhappy consequences of our love and your dis- 
grace have made me put on the habit of chastity, 
but I am not penitent of the past. Thus I strive 
and labour in vain. Among those who are 
wedded to God I am wedded to a man ; among 
the heroic supporters of the Cross I am the slave 
of a human desire ; at the head of a religious 
community I am devoted to Abelard alone. 
What a monster am I ! Enlighten me, O Lord, 
for I know not if my despair or Thy grace draws 
these words from me ! I am, I confess, a sinner, 
but one who, far from weeping for her sins, weeps 
only for her lover ; far from abhorring her crimes, 
longs only to add to them; and who, with a 
weakness unbecoming my state, please myself 
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continually with the remembrance of past delights But 
when it is impossible to renew them. yields 

Good God! What is all this? I reproach £j£[ on 

myself for my own faults, I accuse you for yours, 

and to what purpose ? Veiled as I am, behold in 

what a disorder you have plunged me! How 

difficult it is to fight for duty against inclination. 

I know what obligations this veil lays upon me, 

but I feel more strongly what power an old 

passion has over my heart. I am conquered by 

my feelings ; love troubles my mind and disorders 

my will. Sometimes I am swayed by the senti- *■• f 

ment of piety which arises within me, and then 

the next moment I yield up my imagination to all 

that is amorous and tender. I tell you to-day 

what I would not have said to you yesterday. 

I had resolved to love you no more ; I considered 

I had made a vow, taken a veil, and am as it* 

were dead and buried, yet there rises unexpectedly ' 

from the bottom of my heart a passion which' 

triumphs over all these thoughts, and darkens 

alike my reason and my religion. You reign in 

such inward retreats of my soul that I know not 

where to attack you ; when I endeavour to break 

those chains by which I am bound to you I only 

deceive myself, and all my efforts but serve to 

bind them faster. Oh, for pity's sake help a 

wretch to renounce her desires — -her self — and if 

possible even to renounce you ! If you are a ' "\ 

lover — a father, help a mistress, comfort a child ! 

These tender names must surely move you ; yield 

either to pity or to love. If you gratify my 

request I shall continue a religious, and without 

longer profaning my calling. I am ready to 



y Google 



3» LETTER II 

Further humble myself with you to the wonderful good- 
f*» ness of God, Who does all things for our sanctifi- 
P* * 6 "** cation, Who by His grace purifies all that is 
vicious and corrupt, and by the great riches of His 
mercy draws us against our wishes, and by degrees 
opens our eyes to behold His bounty which at first 
we could not perceive. 

I thought to end my letter here, but now I am 
complaining against you I must unload my heart 
and tell you all its jealousies and reproaches. 
Indeed I thought it somewhat hard that when 
we had both engaged to consecrate ourselves to 
Heaven you should insist upon my doing it first. 
' Does Abelard then,' said I, * suspect that, like 
Lot's wife, I shall look back? 9 If my youth 
and sex might give occasion of fear that I should 
return to the world, could not my behaviour, my 
fidelity, and this heart which you ought to know, 
banish such ungenerous apprehensions ? This 
distrust hurt me ; I said to myself, ' There was a 
time when he could rely upon my bare word, and 
does he now want vows to secure himself to me ? 
What occasion have I given him in the whole 
course of my life to admit the least suspicion ? I 
could meet him at all his assignations, and would 
I decline to follow him to the Seats of Holiness ? 
I, who have not refused to be the victim of pleasure 
In order to gratify him, can he think I would 
refuse to be a sacrifice of honour when lie desired 
it?' Has vice such charms to refined natures, 
that when once we have drunk of the cup of 
[ sinners it is with such difficulty we accept the 
^ chalice of saints ? Or did you believe yourself 
to be more competent to teach vice than virtue, 
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or me more ready to learn the first than the The 
latter ? No ; this suspicion would be injurious to P"*fy °* 
us both : Virtue is too beautiful not to be embraced ove 
when you reveal her charms, and Vice too hideou* 
not to be abhorred when you display her deformi- 
ties. Nay, when you please, anything seems 
lovely to me, and nothing is ugly when you are 
by. I am only weak when I am alone and un- 
supported by you, and therefore it depends on you 
alone to make me such as you desire. I wish to 
Heaven you had not such a power over me! If 
you had any occasion to fear you would be less 
negligent. But what is there for you to fear ? I 
have done too much, and now have nothing more 
to do but to triumph over your ingratitude. 
When we lived happily together you might have 
doubted whether pleasure or affection united me 
more to you, but the place from whence I -write 
to you must surely have dissolved all doubt. 
Even here I love you as much as ever I did in 
the world. If I had loved pleasures could I not 
have found means to gratify myself? I was not 
more than twenty-two years old, and there were 
• other men left though I was deprived of Abelard. 
And yet I buried myself alive in a nunnery, and s 
triumphed over life at an age capable of enjoying 
it to its full latitude. It is to you I sacrifice 
these remains of a transitory beauty, these widowed 
nights and tedious days ; and since you cannot pos- ;' 
sess them I take them from you to offer them to 
Heaven, and so make, alas ! but a secondary /t - 
oblation of my heart, my days, my life ! 

I am sensible I have dwelt too long on this 
subject; I ought to speak less to you of your 
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The misfortunes and of my sufferings. We tarnish the 
strength lu6tre of our most beautiful actions when we 

love a Ppkud them ourselves. This is true, and yet there 
is a time when we may with decency commend 
ourselves ; when we have to do with those whom 
base ingratitude has stupefied we cannot too much 
praise our own actions. Now if you were this 
sort of creature this would be a home reflection on 

riu. Irresolute as I am I still love you, and yet 
must hope for nothing. I have renounced life, 
and stript myself of everything, but I find I 
neither have nor can renounce my Abelard. 
Though I have lost my lover I still preserve my 
love. O vows ! O convent ! I have not lost my 
humanity under your inexorable discipline ! You 
have not turned me to marble by changing my 
habit ; my heart is not hardened by my imprison- 
ment ; I am still sensible to what has touched me, 
though, alas! I ought not to be! Without 
offending your commands permit a lover to exhort 
me to live in obedience to your rigorous rules. 
Your yoke will be lighter if that hand support me 
under it ; your exercises will be pleasant if he 
show me their advantage. Retirement and soli- 
tude will no longer seem terrible if I may know that 
I still have a place in his memory. A heart which 
has loved as mine cannot soon be indifferent. 
We fluctuate long between love and hatred before 
we can arrive at tranquillity, and we always flatter 
ourselves with some forlorn hope that we shall 
not be utterly forgotten. > 

Yes, Abelard, I conjure you by the chains I 
bear here to ease the weight of them, and make 
them as agreeable as I would they were to me. 
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Teach me the maxims of Divine Love ; since The 
you hare forsaken me I would glory in being human 
wedded to Heaven. My heart adores that title tfjiae ? 
and disdains any other ; tell me how this Divine 
Love is nourished, how it works, how it purifies. 
When we were tossed on the ocean of the world 
we could hear of nothing but your verses, which 
published everywhere our joys and pleasures. 
Now we are in the haven of grace is it not fit you 
should discourse to me of this new happiness, and 
teach me everything that might heighten or im- 
prove it? Show me the same complaisance in 
my present condition as you did when we were in 
the world. Without changing the ardour of our 
affections let us change their objects ; let us leave 
our songs and sing hymns; let us lift up our 
hearts to God and have no transports but for His 
glory! 

I expect this from you as a thing you cannot 
refuse me. God has a peculiar right over the 
hearts of great men He has created. When He 
pleases to touch them He ravishes them, and lets 
them not speak nor breathe but for His glory. 
Till that moment of grace arrives, O think of me 
— do not forget me — remember my love and 
fidelity and constancy : love me as your mistress,, 
cherish me as your child, your sister, your wife ! 
Remember I still love you, and yet strive to 
avoid loving you. What a terrible saying is this ! 
I shake with horror, and my heart revolts against 
what I say. I shall blot all my paper with tears. 
I end my long letter wishing you, if you desire it 
(would to Heaven I could ! ), for ever adieu ! 



y Google 



**JMJ 



LETTER III 

Abelard to- Heloiae 

Abdard Could I have imagined that a letter not written 
confesses to yourself would fall into your hands, I had been 
more cautious not to have inserted anything in it 
which might awaken the memory of our past 
misfortunes. I described with boldness the series 
of my disgraces to a friend, in order to make 
him less sensible to a loss he had sustained. If 
by this well-meaning device I have disturbed you, 
I purpose now to dry up those tears which the 
sad description occasioned you to shed ; I intend 
to mix my grief with yours, and pour out my 
heart before you: in short, to lay open before 
your eyes all my trouble, and the secret of my 
soul, which my vanity has hitherto made me con- 
ceal from the rest of the world, and which you 
now force from me, in spite of my resolutions to 
the contrary. 

It is true, that in a sense of the afflictions 
which have befallen us, and observing that no 
change of our condition could be expected; that 
those prosperous days which had seduced us were 
now past, and there remained nothing but to erase 
from our minds, by painful endeavours, all marks 
and remembrances of them. I had wished to find 
in philosophy and religion a remedy for my dis- 
grace; I searched out an asylum to secure me 
from love. I was come to the sad experiment 
42 
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of making vows to harden my heart. But what The 
have I gained by this ? If my passion has been greater 
put under a restraint my thoughts yet run free. jS?^- 
I promise myself that I will forget you, and yet fl, e io5f ^ 
cannot think of it without loving you. My love speaks 
is not at all lessened by those reflections I make love 
in order to free myself. The silence I am sur- 
rounded by makes me more sensible to its im- 
pressions, and while I am unemployed with any 
other things, this makes itself the business of my 
whole vacation. Till after a multitude of useless 
endeavours I begin to persuade myself that it is 
a superfluous trouble to strive to free myself; and 
that it is sufficient wisdom to conceal from all 
* but you how confused and weak I am. 

I remove to a distance from your person with 
an intention of avoiding you as an enemy ; and 
yet I incessantly %eek for you in my mind ; I 
recall your image in my memory, and in different 
disquietudes I betray and contradict myself. I 
hate you! I love you! Shame presses me on 
all sides. I am at this moment afraid I should 
seem more indifferent than you fare, and yet I 
am ashamed to discover my trouble. How weak 
are we in ourselves if we do not support ourselves 
on the Cross of Christ. Shall we have so little 
courage, and shall that uncertainty of serving two 
masters which afflicts your heart affect mine too ? 
You see the confusion I am in, how I blame myself 
and how I suffer. Religion commands me to 
pursue virtue since I have nothing to hope for 
from love. But love still preserves its dominion 
over ray fancies and entertains itself with past 
pleasures. Memory supplies the place of a 
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The mistress. Piety and duty are not always the 
cloister f ru it8 of retirement ; even in deserts, when the 
lrj j f lfWA d ew of heaven falls not on us, we love what we 
ought no longer to love. The passions, stirred 
up by solitude, fill these regions of death and 
silence ; it is very seldom that what ought to be 
is truly followed here and that God only is loved 
and served. Had I known this before I had 
instructed you better. You call me your master ; it 
is true you were entrusted to my care. I saw you, 
I was earnest to teach you vain sciences ; it cost 
you your innocence and me my liberty. Your 
Uncle, who was fond of you, became my enemy 
and revenged himself on me. If now having lost 
the power of satisfying my passion I had also 
lost that of loving you, I should have some con- 
solation. My enemies would have given me that 
tranquillity which Origen purchased with a crime. 
How miserable am I ! I find myself much mor< 
guilty in my thoughts of you, even amidst mv 
| tears, than in possessing you when I was in full 
liberty. I continually think of you ; I continually 
call to mind your tenderness. In this condition, 
O Lord ! if I run to prostrate myself before 
your altar, if I beseech you to pity me, why does 
not the pure flame of the Spirit consume the 
sacrifice that is offered ? Cannot this habit of 
penitence which I wear interest Heaven to treat 
me more favourably ? But Heaven is still inex- 
orable because my passion still lives in me ; the 
fire is only covered over with deceitful ashes, and 
cannot be extinguished but by extraordinary grace. 
We deceive men, but nothing is hid from God. 
You tell me that it is for me you live under 
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that veil which covers you ; why do you profane Her 
your vocation with such words ? Why provoke * ma &* 
a jealous God with a blasphemy ? I hoped after fj^ him 
our separation ym would have cbanged your sen- 
timents; I hoped too that God would have 
delivered me from the tumult of my senses. We 
commonly die to the affections of those we see 
no more, and they to ours ; absence is the tomb 
of love. But to me absence is an unquiet remem- 
brance of what I once loved which continually 
torments me. I flattered myself that when I 
ihould see you no more you would rest in my 
memory without troubling my mind; that Brit- 
tany and the sea would suggest other thoughts ; 
that my fasts and studies would by degrees delete 
you from my heart. But in spite of severe fasts 
and redoubled studies, in spite of the distance of 
three hundred miles which separates us, your image, 
as you describe yourself in your veil, appears to me 
and confounds all my resolutions. 

What means have I not used ! I have armed 
my hands against myself; I have exhausted my 
strength in constant exercises; I comment upon 
St. Paul ; I contend with Aristotle : in short, I 
do all I used to do before I loved you, but all 
in vain ; nothing can be successful that opposes 
you. Oh ! do not add to my miseries by your 
constancy ; forget, if you can, your favours and 
that right which they claim over me ; allow me 
to be indifferent. I envy their happiness who 
have never loved ; how quiet and easy are they ! !/ 
But the tide of pleasure has always a reflux of 
bitterness; I am but too much convinced now 
of this : but though I am no longer deceived by 
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He love, I am not cured. While my reason con- 
struggles demns it my heart declares for it. I am deplor- 

retfifaess a ^ e ^ at * ^ ave not t * xe a ^*y t0 ^ ree m y se ^ 
from a passion which so many circumstances, this 

place, my person and my disgraces tend to destroy. 
I yield without considering that a resistance would 
wipe out my past offences, and procure me in 
their stead both merit and repose. Why use 
your eloquence to reproach me for my flight and 
for my silence ? Spare the recital of our assig- 
nations and your constant exactness to them ; 
without calling up such disturbing thoughts I have 
enough to suffer. What great advantages would 
philosophy give us over other men, if by studying 
it we could learn to govern our passions ? What 
efforts, what relapses, what agitations do we 
undergo ! And how long are we lost in this 
confusion, unable to exert our reason, to possess 
our souls, or to rule our affections ? 

What a troublesome employment is loye ! And 
how valuable is virtue even upon consideration of 
our own ease ! Recollect your extravagancies of 
passion, guess at my distractions ; number up our 
cares, our griefs ; throw these things out of the 
account and let love have all the remaining tender- 
ness and pleasure. How little is that! And 
yet for such shadows of enjoyments which at 
first appeared to us are we so weak our whole 
lives that we cannot now help writing to each 
Other, covered as we are with sackcloth and ashes. 
How much happier should we be if by our humili- 
ation and tears we could make our repentance 
sure. The love of pleasure is not eradicated out 
of the soul save by extraordinary efforts ; it has 
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so powerful an advocate in our breasts that we And 
find it difficult to condemn it ourselves. What her help 
abhorrence can I be said to have of my sins if the 
objects of them are always amiable to me ? How 
can I separate from the person I love the passion I 
should detest ? Will the tears I shed be sufficient 
to render it odious to me ? I know not how it 
happens, there is always a pleasure in weeping for 
a beloved object. It is difficult in our sorrow to 
distinguish penitence from love. The memory of 
the crime and the memory of the object which has 
charmed us are too nearly related to be immedi- 
ately separated. And the love of God in its 
beginning does not wholly annihilate the love of 
the creature. 

But what excuses could I not find in yon if the 
crime were excusable? Unprofitable honour, 
troublesome riches, could never tempt me: bat 
those charms, that beauty, that air, which I yet 
behold at this instant, have occasioned my fall. 
Your looks were the beginning of my guilt ; your 
eyes, your discourse, pierced my heart; and in 
spite of that ambition and glory which tried to 
make a defence, love was soon the master. God, 
in order to punish me, forsook me. Yon are no 
longer of the world ; you have renounced it : I 
am a religious devoted to solitude ; shall we not 
take advantage of our condition? Would you 
destroy my piety in its infant state ? Would you - 
have me forsake the abbey into which I am but 
newly entered ? Must I renounce my vows ? I 
have made them in the presence of God ; whither 
shall I fly from His wrath should I violate them ? 
Suffer me to seek ease in my duty : though diffi- 

D 
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He is cult it is to procure it. I pass whole days and 
l a h a med nights alone in this cloister without closing my 
eyes. My love burns fiercer amidst the happy 
indifference of those who surround me, and my 
heart is alike pierced with your sorrows and my 
own. Oh, what a loss have I sustained when I 
consider your constancy ! What pleasures have I 
missed enjoying! I ought not to confess this 
weakness to you ; I am sensible I commit a fault. 
If I could show more firmness of mind I might 
provoke your resentment against me and your 
anger might work that effect in you which your 
virtue could not. If in the world I published my 
weakness in love-songs and verses, ought not the 
dark cells of this house at least to conceal that 
same weakness under an appearance of piety ? 
Alas ! I am still the same ! Or if I avoid the 
evil, I cannot do the good. Duty, reason and 
decency, which upon other occasions have some 
power over me, are here useless. The Gospel is 
• a language I do not understand when it opposes 
my passion. Those vows I have taken before the 
altar are feeble when opposed to thoughts of you. 
| Amidst so many voices which bid me do my duty, 
s I hear and obey nothing but the secret cry of a 
desperate passion. Void of all relish for virtue, 
without concern for my condition or any applica- 
tion to my studies, I am continually present by my 
imagination where I ought not to be, and I find I 
have no power to correct myself. I feel a per- 
petual strife between inclination and duty. I find 
myself a distracted lover, unquiet in the midst of 
^ silence, and restless in the midst of peace. How 
shameful is such a condition ! 
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Regard me no more, I entreat you, as a founder He 
or any great personage ; your praises ill agree with *wmld 
my many weaknesses. I am a miserable sinner, fjJ^God^ 
prostrate before my Judge, and with my face 
pressed to the earth I mix my tears with the earth. 
Can you see me in this posture and solicit me to 
love you ? Come, if you think fit, and in your 
holy habit thrust yourself between my God and * 
me, and be a wall of separation. Come and force 
from me those sighs and thoughts and vows I owe 
to Him alone. Assist the evil spirits and be the 
instrument of their malice. What cannot you 
induce a heart to do whose weakness you so 
perfectly know ? Nay, withdraw yourself and 
contribute to my salvation. Suffer me to avoid 
destruction, I entreat you by our former tender 
affection and by our now common misfortune. It 
will always be the highest love to show none 5 
I here release you from all your oaths and en- 
gagements. Be God's wholly, to whom you are 
appropriated; I will never oppose so pious a 
design. How happy shall I be if I thus lose 
you! Then shall I indeed be a religious and 
von a perfect example of an abbess. 

Make yourself amends by so glorious a choice ; 
make your virtue a spectacle worthy of men and 
angels. Be humble among your children, as- 
siduous in your choir, exact in your discipline, 
diligent in your reading ; make even your recrea- 
tions useful. Have you purchased your vocation 
at so light a rate that you should not turn it to the 
best advantage ? Since you have permitted your- 
self to be abused by false doctrine and criminal 
instruction, resist not those good counsels which 
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The grace and religion inspire me with. I will confess 
chalice of to you I have thought myself hitherto an abler 
841,1 master to instil vice than to teach virtue. My 
false eloquence has only set off false good. My 
heart, drunk with voluptuousness, could only sug- 
gest terms proper and moving to recommend that. 
The cup of sinners overflows with so enchanting a 
* sweetness, and we are naturally so much inclined 
to taste it, that it needs only to be offered to us. 
On the other hand the chalice of saints is filled 
with a bitter draught and nature starts from it. 
And yet you reproach me with cowardice for 
giving it to you first. *I willingly submit to these 
accusations. I cannot enough admire the readi- 
ness you showed to accept the religious habit ; bear 
therefore with courage the Cross you so resolutely 
took up. Drink of the chalice of saints, even to 
the bottom, without turning your eyes with uncer- 
tainty upon me ; let me remove far from you and 
obey the Apostle who hath said * Fly ! \ 

You entreat me to return under a pretence of 
devotion. Your earnestness in this point creates a 
suspicion in me and makes me doubtful how to 
answer you. Should I commit an error here my 
words would blush, if I may say so, after the 
history of our misfortunes. The Church is jealous 
of its honour, and commands that her children 
should be induced to the practice of virtue by 
virtuous means. When we approach God in 
a blameless manner then we may with boldness 
invite others to Him. But to forget Heloise, to 
see her no more, is what Heaven demands of 
Abelard ; and to expect nothing from Abelard, to 
forget him even as an idea, is what Heaven enjoins 
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on Heloise. To forget, in the case of love, is the His 
most necessary penance, and the most difficult. It former 
is easy to recount our faults ; how many, through J eftlous y 
indiscretion, have made themselves a second 
pleasure of this instead of confessing them with 
humility. The only way to return to God is by 
neglecting the creature we have adored, and adoring 
the God whom we have neglected. This may 
appear harsh, but it must be done if we would be 
saved. 

To make it more easy consider why I pressed 
you to your vow before I took mine ; and pardon 
my sincerity and the design I have of meriting 
your neglect and hatred if I conceal nothing from 
you. When I saw myself oppressed by my mis- 
fortune I was furiously jealous, and regarded all 
men as my rivals. Love has more of distrust than 
assurance. I was apprehensive of many things 
because of my many defects, and being tormented 
with fear because of my own example I imagined 
your heart so accustomed to love that it could not 
be long without entering on a new engagement. 
Jealousy can easily believe the most terrible things. 
I was desirous to make it impossible for me to 
doubt you. I was very urgent to persuade you 
that propriety demanded your withdrawal from the 
eyes of the world ; that modesty and our friend- 
ship required it ; and that your own safety obliged 
it. After such a revenge taken on me you could 
expect to be secure nowhere but in a convent. 

I will do you justice, you were very easily 
persuaded. My jealousy secretly rejoiced in your 
innocent compliance ; and yet, triumphant as I was, 
I yielded you up to God with an unwilling heart. 
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His I still kept my gift as much as was possible, and 
•jM**Jj only parted with it in order to keep it out of the 
doubt p 0wer £ otner men# J did not persuade you to 
religion out of any regard to your happiness, but 
[condemned you to it like an enemy who destroys 
I what he cannot carry off, And yet you heard 
my discourses with kindness, you sometimes inter- 
rupted me with tears, and pressed me to acquaint 
you with those convents I held in the highest 
esteem. What a comfort I felt in seeing you shut 
up. I was now at ease and took a satisfaction in 
considering that you continued no longer in the 
world after my disgrace, and that you would 
return to it no more. 

But still I was doubtful. I imagined women 
were incapable of steadfast resolutions unless they 
were forced by the necessity of vows. I wanted 
[ those vows, and Heaven itself for your security, 
\that I might no longer distrust you. Ye holy 
mansions and impenetrable retreats! from what 
innumerable apprehensions have ye freed me ? 
Religion and piety keep a strict guard round your 
grates and walls. What a haven of rest this is to 
a jealous mind ! And with what impatience did 
I endeavour after it ! I went every day trembling 
to exhort you to this sacrifice ; I admired, without 
daring to mention it then, a brightness in your 
beauty which I had never observed before. 
Whether it was the bloom of a rising virtue, or an 
anticipation of the great loss I was to suffer, I was 
not curious in examining the cause, but only 
hastened your being professed. I engaged your 
prioress in my guilt by a criminal bribe with which 
I purchased the right of burying you. The pro- 
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fessed of the house were alike bribed and concealed Her 
from you, at my directions, all their scruples and sacrifice 
disgusts. I omitted nothing, either little or great ; 
and if you had escaped my snares I myself would 
not have retired ; I was resolved to follow you 
everywhere. The shadow of myself would 
always have pursued your steps and continually 
have occasioned either your confusion or your fear, 
which would have been a sensible gratification 
to me. 

But, thanks to Heaven, you resolved to take the 
vows. I accompanied you to the foot of the altar, 
and while you stretched out your hand to touch 
the sacred cloth I heard you distinctly pronounce 
those fatal words that for ever separated you from 
man. Till then I thought your youth and beauty 
would foil my design and force your return to 
the world. Might not a small temptation have 
changed you? Is it possible to renounce oneself 
entirely at the age of two-and-twenty ? At an age 
which claims die utmost liberty could you think 
the world no longer worth your regard? How 
much did I wrong you, and what weakness did I 
impute to you? You were in my imagination ^ 
both light and inconstant. Would not a woman 
at the noise of the flames and the fall of Sodom • 
involuntarily look back in pity on some person ? 
I watched your eyes, your every movement, your 
air; I trembled at everything. You may call 
such self-interested conduct treachery, perfidy, 
murder. A love so like to hatred should provoke 
the utmost contempt and anger. 

It is fit you should know that the very moment 
when I was convinced of your being entirely 
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/ His devoted to me, when I saw you were infinitely 
\ double worthy of all my love, I imagined I could love 
V ^ u " t you no more. I thought it time to leave off giv- 
ing you marks of my affection, and I considered 
that by your Holy Espousals you were now the 
peculiar care of Heaven, and no longer a charge 
on me as my wife. My jealousy seemed to be 
/ extinguished. When God only is our rival we 
— * have nothing to fear ; and being in greater tran- 
quillity than ever before I even dared to pray to 
Him to take you away from my eyes. But it 
was not a time to make rash prayers, and my 
faith did not warrant them being heard. Neces- 
sity and despair were at the root of my proceed- 
ings, and thus I offered an insult to Heaven rather 
than a sacrifice. God rejected my offering and 
my prayer, and continued my punishment by 
suffering me to continue my love. Thus I bear 
alike the guilt of your vows and of the passion 
that preceded them, and must be tormented all 
the days of my life. 

If God spoke to your heart as to that of a 
religious whose innocence had first asked him 
for favours, I should have matter of comfort; 
but to see both of us the victims of a guilty love, 
to see this love insult us in our very habits and 
spoil our devotions, fills me with horror and 
trembling. Is this a state of reprobation ? Or 
are these the consequences of a long drunkenness 
in profane love ? We cannot say love is a poison 
and a drunkenness till we are illuminated by 
Grace ; in the meantime it is an evil we doat on. 
When we are under such a mistake, the knowledge 
of our misery is the first step towards amendment. 
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Who does not know that 'tis for the glory of God The 
to find no other reason in man for His mercy assist- 
than man's very weakness ? When He has shown q£? °* 
us this weakness and we have bewailed it, He is 
ready to put forth His Omnipotence and assist us. 
Let us say for our comfort that what we suffer is 
one of those terrible temptations which have 
sometimes disturbed the vocations of the most holy. 
God can grant His presence to men in order to 
soften their calamities whenever He shall think 
fit. It was His pleasure when you took the veil 
to draw you to Him by His grace. I saw your 
eyes, when you spoke your last farewell, fixed 
upon the Cross. It was more than six months 
before you wrote me a letter, nor during all that 
time did I receive a message from you. I ad- 
mired this silence, which I durst not blame, but 
could not imitate. I wrote to you, and you re- 
turned me no answer : your heart was then shut, 
but this garden of the spouse is now opened ; He 
is withdrawn from it and has left you alone. By 
removing from you He has made trial of you ; call i/' 
Him back and strive to regain Him. We must 
have the assistance of God, that we may break our 
chains ; we are too deeply in love to free ourselves. ^ 
Our follies have penetrated into the sacred places ; 
our amours have been a scandal to the whole 
kingdom. They are read and admired; love 
which produced them has caused them to be 
described. We shall be a consolation to the fail- 
ings of youth for ever ; those who offend after us 
will think themselves less guilty. We are 
criminals whose repentance is late ; oh, let it be 
sincere ! Let us repair as far as is possible the 
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He bids evil* we have done, and let France, which has 
her strive been the witness of our crimes, be amazed at our 
repentance. Let us confound all who would 
imitate our guilt ; let us take the side of God 
against ourselves, and by so doing prevent His 
judgment. Our former lapses require tears, shame 
and sorrow to expiate them. Let us offer up 
these sacrifices from our hearts, let us blush and 
let us weep. If in these feeble beginnings, O 
Lord, our hearts are not entirely Thine, let them 
at least feel that they ought to be so. 

Deliver yourself, Heloise, from the shameful 
remains of a passion which has taken too deep 
root. Remember that the least thought for any 
other than pod is an adultery. If you could see 
me here with my meagre face and melancholy air, 
surrounded with numbers of persecuting monks, 
who are alarmed at my reputation for learning 
and offended at my lean visage, as if I threatened 
them with a reformation, what would you say of 
my base sighs and of those unprofitable tears 
which deceive these credulous men ? Alas ! I 
4 am humbled under love, and not under the Cross. 
Pity me and free yourself. If your vocation be, 
as you say, my work, deprive me not of the merit 
of it by your continual inquietudes. Tell me you 
will be true to the habit which covers you by an 
inward retirement. Fear God, that you may be 
delivered from your frailties ; love Him that you 
may advance in virtue. Be not restless in the 
cloister for it is the peace of saints. Embrace 
your bands, they are the chains of Christ Jesus ; 
He will lighten them and bear them with you, if 
you will but accept them with humility. 
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Without growing severe to a passion that still And 
possesses you, learn from your own misery to ****** re- 
succour your weak sisters ; pity them upon con- P* ** 008 
sideration of your own faults. And if any 
thoughts too natural should importune you, fly to 
the foot of the Cross and there beg for mercy — 
there are wounds open for healing ; lament them 
before the dying Deity. At the head of a 
religious society be not a slave, and having rule 
over queens, begin to govern yourself. Blush at 
the least revolt of your senses. Remember that 
even at the foot of the altar we often sacrifice to 
lying spirits, and that no incense can be more 
agreeable to them than the earthly passion that 
still burns in the heart of a religious. If during 
your abode in the world your soul has acquired a 
habit of loving, feel it now no more save for 
Jesus Christ. Repent of all the moments of 
your life which you have wasted in the world 
and on pleasure ; demand them of me, 'tis a rob- 
bery of which I am guilty ; take courage and 
boldly reproach me with it. 

I have been indeed your master, but it was 
only to teach sin. You call me your father ; 
before I had any claim to the title, I deserved 
that of parricide. I am your brother, but it is the 
affinity of sin that brings me that distinction. I 
am called your husband, but it is after a public 
scandal. If you have abused the sanctity of so 
many holy terms in the superscription of your 
letter to do me honour and flatter your own 
passion, blot them out and replace them with those 
of murderer, villain and enemy, who has conspired 
against your honour, troubled your quiet, and be- 
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God trayed your innocence. You would have perished 
Sa y 8 '^ through my means but for an extraordinary act of 
suffering ^ ct w hich, that you might be saved, has thrown 
me down in the middle of my course. 

This is the thought you ought to have of a 
fugitive who desires to deprive you of the hope 
of ever seeing him again. But when love has 
once been sincere how difficult it is to determine 
to love no more! 'Tis a thousand times more 
easy to renounce the world than love. I hate this 
deceitful, faithless world ; I think no more of it ; 
but my wandering heart still eternally seeks you, 
and is filled with anguish at having lost you, in 
spite of all the powers of my reason. In the 
meantime, though I should be so cowardly as to 
retract what you have read, do not suffer me to 
offer myself to your thoughts save in this last 
fashion. Remember my last worldly endeavours 
were to seduce your heart ; you perished by my 
means and I with you : the same waves swal- 
lowed us up. We waited for death with indiffer- 
ence, and the same death had carried us headlong 
to the same punishments. But Providence warded 
off the blow, and our shipwreck has thrown us into 
a haven. There are some whom God saves by 
suffering. Let my salvation be the fruit of your 
prayers ; let me owe it to your tears and your 
exemplary holiness. Though my heart, Lord, 
be filled with the love of Thy creature, Thy hand 
can, when it pleases, empty me of all love save for 
Thee. To love Heloise truly is to leave her to 
that quiet which retirement and virtue afford. I 
have resolved it : this letter shall be my last fault. 
Adieu. If I die here I will give orders that my 
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body be carried to the House of the Paraclete. In death 
You shall see me in that condition, not to demand not 
tears from you, for it will be too late 5 weep dmd ed 
rather for me now and extinguish the fire which 
burns me. You shall see me in order that your 
piety may be strengthened by horror of this carcase, 
and my death be eloquent to tell you what you 
brave when you love a man. I hope you will be 
willing, when you have finished this mortal life, to 
be buried near me. Your cold ashes need then \ 
fear nothing, and my tomb shall be the more rich I 
and renowned. ' 



y Google 



LETTER IV 

Heloise to Abelard 

Jb Abelard her well-beloved in Christ Jesus, from 
Heloise his well-beloved in the same Christ Jesus* 

Ingenious \ READ tne letter I received from you with great 
torments impatience . in spite of a n my misfortunes I hoped 
to find nothing in it besides arguments of comfort. 
But how ingenious are lovers in tormenting them- 
selves. Judge of the exquisite sensibility and force 
of my love by that which causes the grief of my 
soul. I was disturbed at the superscription of 
your letter; why did you place the name of 
Heloise before that of Abelard ? What means 
this cruel and unjust distinction ? It was your 
name only — the name of a father and a husband — 
which my eager eyes sought for. I did not look 
for my own, which I would if possible forget, for 
it is the cause of all your misfortunes. The rules 
of decorum, and your position as master and 
director over me, opposed that ceremony in ad- 
dressing me ; and love commanded you to banish 
it : alas ! you know all this but too well ! 

Did you address me thus before cruel fortune 
had ruined my happiness ? I see your heart has 
forsaken me, and you have made greater ad- 
v vances in the way of devotion than I could wish. 
Alas ! I am too weak to follow you ; condescend 
at least to stay for me and animate me with your 
60 
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advice. Can you have the cruelty to abandon of death 
roe ? The fear of this stabs ray heart ; the fear- 
ful presages you make at the end of your letter, 
those terrible images you draw of your death, 
quite distract me. Cruel Abelard ! you ought to 
have stopped my tears and you make them flow. 
You ought to have quelled the turmoil of my 
heart and you throw me into greater disorder. 

You desire that after your death I should take 
care of your ashes and pay them the last duties. 
Alas ! in what temper did you conceive these 
mournful ideas, and how could you describe them 
to me? Did not the dread, of causing my 
immediate death make the pen drop from your 
hand ? You did not reflect, I suppose, upon all 
those torments to which you were going to 
deliver me? Heaven, severe as it has been to ^ 
me, is not so insensible as to permit me to live one 
moment after you. Life without Abelard were 
an insupportable punishment, and death a most 
exquisite happiness if by that means I could be 
united to him. If Heaven but hearken to my 
continual cry, your days will be prolonged and 
you will bury me. 

Is it not your part jo prepare me by powerful 
exhortadon against that great crisis which shakes 
the most resolute and stable minds ? Is it not 
your part to receive my last sighs, superintend my 
funeral, and give an account of my acts and my 
faith ? Who but you can recommend us worthily 
to God, and by the fervour and merit of your 
prayeis conduct those souls to Him which you 
have joined to His worship by solemn vows? 
We expect those pious offices from your paternal 
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Remem- charity. After this you will be free from those 
brance disquietudes which now molest you, and you will 

death ( l u * t ^ e Wlt ^ ea8e wnenever ll 8 ^ a ^ please God 
to call you away. You may follow us content 
with what you have done, and in a full assurance 
of our happiness. But till then write me no more 
such terrible things; for we are already suffi- 
ciently miserable, nor need to have our sorrows 
aggravated. Our life here is but a languishing 
death ; would you hasten it ? Our present dis- 
giaces are sufficient to employ our thoughts con- 
tinually, and shall we seek in the future new 
reasons for fear ? How void of reason are men, 
said Seneca, to make distant evils present by 
reflections, and to take pains before death to lose 
all the joys of life. 

When you have finished your course here 
below, you said that it is your desire that your 
body be borne to the House of the Paraclete, to 
the intent that being always before my eyes you 
may be ever present in my mind. Can you think 
that the traces you have drawn on my heart can 
ever be worn out, or that any length of time can 
obliterate the memory we hold here of your 
benefits ? And what time shall I find for those 
prayers you speak of? Alas ! I shall then be 
filled with other cares, for so heavy a misfortune 
would leave me no moment's quiet. Can my 
feeble reason resist such powerful assaults? When 
I am distracted and raving (if I dare say it) even 
against Heaven itself, I shall not soften it Dy my 
cries, but rather provoke it by my reproaches. 
How should I pray or how bear up against my 
grief? I should be more eager to follow you 
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than to pay you the sad ceremonies of a funeral. The 
It is for you, for Abelard, that I have resolved to J*^ °* 
live, and if you are ravished from me I can make fleatn 
no use of my miserable days. Alas ! what lamen- 
tations should I make if Heaven, by a cruel pity, m 
preserved me for that moment? When I but j 
think of this last separation I feel all the pangs of 
death ; what should I be then if I should see 
this dreadful hour ? Forbear therefore to infuse 
into my mind such mournful thoughts, if not for 
love, at least for pity. 

You desire me to give myself up to my duty, 
and to be wholly God's, to whom I am conse- 
crated. How can I do that, when you frighten 
me with apprehensions that continually possess my 
mind both night and day ? When an evil threatens 
us, and it is impossible to ward it off, why do we 
give up ourselves to the unprofitable fear of it, 
which is yet even more tormenting than the evil 
itself ? What have I hope for after the loss of you ? 
What can confine me to earth when death shall 
have taken away from me all that was dear on it ? 
I have renounced without difficulty all the charms 
of life, preserving only my love, and the secret 
pleasure of thinking incessantly of you, and hearing 
that you live. And yet, alas! you do not live 
for me, and dare not flatter myself even with the 
hope that I shall ever see you again. This is the 
greatest of my afflictions. 

Merciless Fortune! hadst thou not perse- 
cuted me enough ? Thou dost not give me 
any respite ; thou hast exhausted all thy venge- 
ance upon me, and reserved thyself nothing 
whereby thou mayst appear terrible to others. 
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No rise Thou hast wearied thyself in tormenting me, 
without a nd others have nothing to fear from thy anger. 
a But what use to longer arm thyself against 
me ? The wounds I have already received leave 
no room for others, unless thou desirest to kill 
me. Or dost thou fear amidst the numerous 
torments heaped on me, dost thou fear that such 
a final stroke would deliver me from all other ills ? ! 
Therefore thou preservest me from death in order 
to make me die daily. \ 

Dear Abelard, pity my despair! Was ever 1 
any being so miserable ? The higher you raised | 
me above other women, who envied me your love, I 
the more sensible am I now of the loss of your 
heart. I was exalted to the top of happiness 
■ only that I might have the more terrible fall. 
Nothing could be compared to my pleasures, and 
now nothing can equal my misery. My joys 
once raised the envy of my rivals, my present 
wretchedness calls forth the compassion of all 
that see me. My Fortun e has been always in 
extremes; she has loaded me with the greatest 
favours and then heaped me with the greatest 
afflictions; ingenious in tormenting me, she has 
made the memory of the joys I have lost an 
inexhaustible spring of tears. Love, which being 
possest was her most delightful gift, on being 
taken away is an untold sorrow. In short, her 
malice has entirely succeeded, and I find my 
present afflictions proportionately bitter as the 
transports which charmed me were sweet. 

But what aggravates my sufferings yet more 
is, that we began to be miserable at a time when 
we seemed the least to deserve it. While we 
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gave ourselves up to the enjoyment of a guilty Man and 
love nothing opposed our pleasures ; but scarcely woman 
had we retrenched our passion and takelTfe"iuge in 
inWIfftolryyIthan the wrath of Heaven Fell on us 
with all its weight. And ' how barbarous was 
your punishment ! Ah ! what right had a cruel 
Uncle over us ? We were joined to each other 
even before the altar, and this should have pro- 
tected us from the rage of our enemies. Besides, 
we were separated ; you were busy with your 
lectures and instructed a learned audience in 
mysteries which the greatest geniuses before you 
could not penetrate ; and I, in obedience to _ypu, 
retired to a cloister. I there Tpent' whole days 
in thinking of you, and sometimes meditating on 
holy lessons to which I endeavoured to apply 
myself. At this very juncture punishment fell 
upon us, and you who were least guilty became 
the object of the whole vengeance of a barbarous 
man. But why should I rave at Fulbert? I, 
wretched I, have ruined you, and have been the 
cause of all your misfortunes. How dangerous 
it is for a great man to suffer himself to be moved ^ 
by our sex! He ought from his infancy to be 
inured to insensibility of heart against all our 
charms. * Hearken, my son 9 (said formerly the 
wisest of men), ' attend and keep my instructions ; 
if a beautiful woman by her looks endeavour to 
entice thee, permit not thyself to be overcome by 
a corrupt inclination 5 reject the poison she offers, 
and follow not the paths she directs. Her house 
is the gate of destruction and death. 9 I have 
long examined things, and have found that death v 
is less dangerous than beauty. It is the ship- 
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Men wreck of liberty, a fatal snare, from which it is 
roked bft impossible ever to get free. It was a woman 
women \who threw down the first man from the glorious 
position in which Heaven had placed him ; she, 
who was created to partake of his happiness, was 
the sole cause of his ruin. How bright had been 
the glory of Samson if his heart had been proof 
against the charms of Delilah, as against the 
weapons of the Philistines. A woman disarmed 
and betrayed him who had been a conqueror of 
armies. He saw himself delivered into the hands 
of his enemies ; he was deprived of his eyes, those 
inlets of love into the soul; distracted and 
despairing he died without any consolation save 
that of including his enemies in his ruin. Solomon, 
that he might please women, forsook pleasing 
God; that king whose wisdom princes came 
from all parts to admire, he whom God had 
chosen to build the temple, abandoned the worship 
of the very altars he had raised, and proceeded to 
such a pitch of folly as even to burn incense to 
idols. Job had no enemy more cruel than his 
wife ; what temptations did he not bear ? The 
evil spirit who had declared himself his persecutor 
employed a woman as an instrument to shake his 
constancy. And the same evil spirit made Heloise 
an instrument to ruin Abelard. All die poor 
comfort I have is that I am not the voluntary 
cause of your misfortunes. I have not betrayed 
you ; but my constancy and love have been 
destructive to you. If I have committed a crime 
in loving you so constantly I cannot repent it. I 
have endeavoured to ..please you even at the 
expense of my virtue, and therefore deserve 
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the pains I feel. As soon as I was persuaded of Lost en- 
your love I delayed scarce a moment in yielding joyments 
to your protestations ; to be beloved by Abelard 
was in my esteem so great a glory, and I so 
impatiently desired it, not to believe in it immedi- 
ately. I aimed at nothing but convincing you of 
my utmost passion. I made no use of those y 
defences of disdain and honour ; those enemies y^ 
of pleasure which tyrannise over our sex made in 
me but a weak and unprofitable resistance. I 
sacrificed all to my love, and I forced my duty to 
give place to the ambition of making happy the 
most famous and learned person of the age. If 
any consideration had been able to stop me, it 
would have been without doubt my love. I feared 
lest having nothing further to offer you your 
passion might become languid, and you might 
seek for new pleasures in another conquest. But 
it was easy for you to cure me of a suspicion so 
opposite to my own inclination. I ought to have 
foreseen other more certain evils, and to have 
considered that the idea of lost enjoyments would 
be the trouble of my whole life. , 

How happy should I be could I wash out with 
my tears the memory of those pleasures which I 
yet think of with delight. At least I will try by 
strong endeavour to smother in my heart those 
desires to which the frailty of my nature gives 
birth, and I will exercise on myself such torments 
as those you have to suffer from the rage of your 
enemies. I will endeavour by this means to satisfy 
you at lea&t* if I cannot appease an angry God. 
FoF&Tshow you to what a deplorable condition I 
am reduced, and how far my repentance is from 
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Her sin being complete, I dare even accuse Heaven at 
is love this moment of cruelty for delivering you over to 
the snares prepared for you. My repinings can 
only kindle divine wrath, when I should be seek- 
ing for mercy. 
'~~ In order to expiate a crime it is not sufficient 
to bear the punishment ; whatever we suffer is of 

| no avail if the passion still continues and - the 
heart is filled with the same desire. It is an easy 
matter to confess a weakness, and inflict on our- 
selves some punishment, but it needs perfect power 
over our nature to extinguish the memory of pleas- 
ures, which by a loved habitude have gained pos- 
session of our minds. How many persons do we 
see who make an outward confession of their 
faults, yet, far from being in distress about them, 
take a new pleasure in relating them. Contrition 
of the heart ought to accompany the confession of 
the mouth, yet this very rarely happens. I, who 
have experienced so many pleasures in loving you, 

. feel, in spite of myself, that I cannot repent them, 

; nor forbear through memory to enjoy them over 
again. Whatever efforts I use, on whatever side 
I turn, the sweet thought still pursues me, and 
every object brings to my mind what it is my 

y duty to forget. During the quiet night, when 
my heart ought to be still in that sleep which 
suspends the greatest cares, I cannot avoid the 
illusions of my heart. I dream I am still with my 
dear Abelard. I see him, I speak to him and 
hear him answer. Charmed with each other we 
forsake our studies and give ourselves up to love. 
Sometimes too I seem to struggle with your 
enemies ; I oppose their fury, I break into piteous 
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cries, and in a moment I awake in tears. Even She loves 
into holy places before the altar I carry the her «n 
memory of our love, and far from lamenting for j 
having been seduced by pleasures, I sigh for 
having lost them. ' 

I remember {for nothing is forgot by lovers) 
the time and place in which you first declared 
your passion and swore you would love me till 
death. Your words, your oaths, are deeply 
graven in my heart. My stammering speech 
betrays to all the disorder of my mind ; my sighs 
discover me, and your name is ever on my lips. 
O Lord ! when I am thus afflicted why dost not 
Thou pity my weakness and strengthen me with 
Thy grace? You are happy, Abelard, in that 
grace is given you, and your misfortune has been 
the occasion of your finding rest. The punish- 
mentjrf your body has cured the deadly wounds 
of your soul. Tiie ' tempest has driven you into 
thenaven. q^ w jj geemed to deal heavily 

with you, sought only to help you; He was a 
Father chastising and not an Enemy revenging — a 
wise Physician putting you to some pain in order 
to preserve your life. I am a thousand times 
more to be pitied than you, for I have still a V 
thousand passions to fight. I must resist those 
fires which love kindles in a young heart. Our 
sex is nothing but weakness, and I have the 
greater difficulty in defending myself because the 
enemy that attacks me pleases me ; I doat on the 
danger which threatens ; how then can I avoid 
yielding ? 

In the midst of these struggles I try at least to 
conceal my weakness from those you have entrusted 
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Hervirtoe to my care. All who are about me admire my 
is mere yirtue, but could their eyes penetrate into my 
" heart what would they not discover? My 
passions there are in rebellion; I preside over 
others but cannot rule myself. I have a false 
covering, and this seeming virtue is a real vice. 
Men judge me praiseworthy, but I am guilty 
before God ; from His all-seeing eye nothing is 
hid, and He views through all their windings the 
secrets of the heart. I cannot escape His dis- 
covery. And yet it means great effort to me 
merely to maintain this appearance of virtue, so 
surely this troublesome hypocrisy is in some sort 
commendable. I give no scandal to the world 
which is so easy to take bad impressions ; I do 
not shake the virtue of those feeble ones who are 
under my rule. With my heart full of the love 
/ of man, I teach them at least to love only God. 
Charmed with the pomp of worldly pleasures, I 
endeavour to show them that they are all vanity 
and deceit. I have just strength enough to con- 
ceal from them my longings, and I look upon 
that as a great effect of grace. If it is not enough 
to make me embrace virtue, 'tis enough to keep 
me from committing sin. 

And yet it is in vain to try and separate these 
two things: they must be guilty who are not 
righteous, and they depart from virtue who delay 
to approach it. Besides, we ought to have no 
other motive than the love of God. Alas ! what 
can I then hope for ? I own to my confusion I 
fear more to offend a man than to provoke God, 
and I study less to please Him than to please 
\ you. Yes, it was your command only, and not a 
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sincere vocation, which sent me into these cloisters ; False 
I sought to give you case and not to sanctify V^J 
myself. How unhappy am I ! I tear myself I^| Sn0 
from all that pleases me ; I bury myself alive ; I 
exercise myself with the most rigid fastings and 
all those severities the cruel laws impose on us ; I 
feed myself with tears and sorrows ; and notwith- 
standing this I merit nothing by my penance. My 
false piety has long deceived you as well as others ; 
you have thought me at peace when I was more 
disturbed than ever. You persuaded yourself I 
was wholly devoted to my duty, yet I had no 
business but love. Under this mistake you desire 
my prayers — alas ! I need yours ! Do not pre- 
sume upon my virtue and my care ; I am waver- 
ing, fix me by your advice ; I am feeble, sustain * 
and guide me by your counsel. 

What $c~casiotTlI2Uf you to praise me ? Praise 
is often hurtful for those on whom it is bestowed ; 
a secret vanity springs up in the heart, blinds us, 
and conceals from us the wounds that are half 
healed. A seducer flatters us, and at the same 
time destroys us. A sincere friend disguises 
nothing from us, and far from passing a light hand 
over the wound, makes us feel it the more in- 
tensely by applying remedies. Why do you not 
deal after this manner with me? Will you be 
esteemed a base, dangerous flatterer? or if you 
chance to see anything commendable in me, have 
you no fear that vanity, which is so natural to all 
women, should quite efface it? But let us not 
judge of virtue by outward appearances, for then 
the reprobate as well as the elect may lay claim 
to it. An artful impostor may by his address gain 
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She more admiration than is given to the zeal of a 
craves his 8amt- 
seve xj rp^ h eart f man j 8 a i a byHnth whose windings 
are very difficult to discover. The praises you 
give me are the more dangerous because I love 
the person who bestows them. The more I 
desire to please you the readier am I to believe 
the merit you attribute to me. Ah ! think rather 
how to nerve my weakness by wholesome remon- 
strances ! Be rather fearful than confident of my 

* salvation ; say our virtue is founded upon weak- 
ness, and that they only will be crowned who 
have fought with the greatest difficulties. But I 
seek not the crown which is the reward of victory 
— I am content if I can avoid danger. It^is 
easier to keep out of the way than to win a battle. 
There are several degrees in glory, and I am not 
ambitious of the highest 5 I leave them to those 
of greater courage who have often been victorious. 
I seek not to conquer for fear I should be over- 
come ; happiness enough for me to escape ship- 
wreck and at last reach port. Heaven commands 
me to renounce my fatal passion for you, but oh ! 
my heart will never be able to consent to it. 
Adieu. 
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Heloise to Abelard 

Dear Abelard, — You expect, perhaps, that I The 
should accuse you of negligence. You have not in ^ on - 
answered my last letter, and, thanks to Heaven, Heloise 
in the condition I am now in it is a relief to 
me that you show so much insensibility for the 
passion which I betrayed. At last, Abelard, 
you have lost Heloise for ever. Notwithstand- 
ing all the oaths I made to think of nothing but 
you, and to be entertained by nothing but you, I . 
have banished you from my thoughts, I have 
forgot you. Thou charming idea of a lover I 
once adored, thou wilt be no more my happiness ! 
Dear image of Abelard ! thou wilt no longer 
follow me, no longer shall I remember thee. O 
celebrity and merit of that man who, in spite of 
his enemies, is the wonder of the age! O 
enchanting pleasures to which Heloise resigned 
herself — you, you have been my tormentors ! I * 
confess my inconstancy, Abelard, without a blush ; : 
let*my infidelity teach- the world that there is no 
depending on the promises of women — we are all 
subject to change. This troubles you, Abelard ; 
this news without surprises you; you never im- 
agined Heloise could be inconstant. She was 
prejudiced by such a strong inclination towards 
you that you cannot conceive how Time could 
alter it. But be undeceived, I am going to dis- 
73 
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Divine close to you my falseness, though, instead of re- 
Love proaching me, I persuade myself you will shed 
conquers tearg of j oy ^ When j tell you what Rival hath 

ravished my heart from you, you will praise my 
inconstancy, and pray this Rival to fix it. By 
this you will know that 'tis God alone that takes 
Heloise from you. Yes, my dear Abelard, He 
gives my mind that tranquillity which a vivid re- 
membrance of our misfortunes formerly forbade. 
Just Heaven! what other rival could take me 
from you ? Could you imagine it possible for a 
mere human to blot you from my heart ? Could 
you think me guilty of sacrificing the virtuous and 
learned Abelard to any other but God ? No, 
I believe you have done me justice on this point. 
I doubt not you are eager to learn what means 
God used to accomplish so great an end ? I will 
tell you, that you may wonder at the secret ways 
of Providence. Some few days after you sent 
me your last letter I fell dangerously ill; the 
physicians gave me over, and I expected certain 
death. Then it was that my passion, which 
always before seemed innocent, grew criminal in 
my eyes. My memory represented faithfully to 
me all the past actions of my life, and I confess 
to you pain for our love was the only pain I 
felt. Death, which till then I had only viewed 
from a distance, now presented itself to me as it 
appears to sinners. I began to dread the wrath 
of God now I was near experiencing it, and I 
repented that I had not better used the means of 
Grace. Those tender letters I wrote to you, 
those fond conversations I have had with you, 
give me as much pain now as they had formerly 
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given pleasure. ' Ah, miserable Heloise ! ' I She is re- 
said, « if it is a crime to give oneself up to such V'"' 
transports, and if, after this life is ended, punish* 
ment certainly follows them, why didst thou not 
resist such dangerous temptations ? Think on the 
tortures prepared for thee, consider with terror 
the store of torments, and recollect, at the same 
time, those pleasures which thy deluded soul 
thought so entrancing. Ah! dost thou not 
despair for having rioted in such false pleasures ? ' 
In short, Abelard, imagine all the remorse of 
mind I suffered, and you will not be astonished 
at my change. 

Solitude is insupportable to the uneasy mind; 
its troubles increase in the midst of silence, and 
retirement heightens them. Since I have been 
shut up in these walls I have done nothing but 
weep our misfortunes. This cloister has re- 
sounded with my cries, and, like a wretch con- 
demned to eternal slavery, I have worn out my 
days with grief. Instead of fulfilling God's 
merciful design towards me I have offended 
against Him; I have looked upon this sacred 
refuge as a frightful prison, and have borne with 
unwillingness the yoke of the Lord. Instead of 
purifying myself with a life of penitence I have 
confirmed my condemnation. What a fatal mis- 
take ! But, Abelard, I have torn off the band- 
age which blinded me, and, if I dare rely upon 
my own feelings, I have now made myself 
worthy of your esteem. You are to me no 
more the loving Abelard who constantly sought 
private conversations with me by deceiving the 
vigilance of our observers. Our misfortunes gave " 
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Further you a horror of vice, and you instantly consecrated 
struggles ^ re8t f y 0ur days to virtue, and seemed to 
submit willingly to the necessity. I indeed, more 
tender than you, and more sensible to pleasure, 
bore misfortune with extreme impatience, and 
you have heard my exclaimings against your 
enemies. You have seen my resentment in my 
late letters; it was this, doubtless, which de- 
prived me of the esteem of my Abelard. You 
were alarmed at my repinings, and, if the truth 
be told, despaired of my salvation. You could 

Inot foresee that Heloise would conquer so reign- 
ing a passion ; but you were mistaken, Abelard, 
my weakness, when supported by grace, has not 
hindered me from winning a complete victory. 
Restore me, then, to your esteem; your own 
piety should solicit you to this. 

ifiut what secret trouble rises in my soul — what 
unthought-of emotion now rises to oppose the 
resolution I have formed to sigh no more for 
I Abelard? Just Heaven! have I not triumphed 
over my love? Unhappy Heloise! as long as 
Y thou drawest a breath it is decreed thou must love 
Abelard. Weep, unfortunate wretch, for thou 
never hadst a more just occasion. I ought to die 
/ of grief; grace had overtaken me and I had 
[ promised to be faithful to it, but now am I 
: . perjured once more, and even grace is sacrificed 
\ to Abelard. This sacrilege fills up the measure 
i of my iniquity. - After this how can I hope that 
God will open to me the treasure of His mercy, 
for I have tired out His forgiveness. I began to 
offend Him from the first moment I saw Abelard ; 
an unhappy sympathy engaged us both in a guilty 
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love, and God raised us up an enemy to separate She 
us. I lament the misfortune which lighted upon demands 
us and I adore the cause. Ah ! I ought rather a letter 
to regard this misfortune as the gift of Heaven, 
which disapproved of our engagement and parted 
us, and I ought to apply myself to extirpate my 
passion. How much better it were to forget 
entirely the object of it than to preserve a memory 
so fatal to my peace and salvation ? Great God ! 
shall Abelard possess my thoughts for ever ? Can 
I never free myself from the chains of love ? But 
perhaps I am unreasonably afraid; virtue directs 
all my acts and they are all subject to grace. 
Therefore fear not, Abelard; I have no longer 
those sentiments which being described in my 
letters have occasioned you so much trouble. I 
will no more endeavour, by the relation of those 
pleasures our passion gave us, to awaken any guilty 
fondness you may yet feel for me. I free you 
from all your oaths ; forget the titles' of lover and 
husband and keep only that of father. I expect 
no more from you than tender protestations and 
those letters so proper to feed the flame of love. 
I demand nothing of you but spiritual advice and 
wholesome discipline. The path of holiness, how- 
ever thorny it be, will yet appear agreeable to me 
if I may but walk in your footsteps. You will 
always find me ready to follow you. I shall read 
with more pleasure the letters in which you shall 
describe the advantages of virtue than ever- 1 did 
those in which you so artfully instilled the poison 
of passion. You cannot now be silent without a 
crime. When I was possessed with so violent a 
love, and pressed you so earnestly to write to me, 
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God holds how many letters did I send you before I could 
^ her heart obtain one from you ? You denied me in my 
misery the only comfort which was left me, because 
you thought it pernicious. You endeavoured by 
severities to force me to forget you, nor do I 
blame you; but now you have nothing to fear. 
This fortunate illness, with which Providence has 
chastised me for my good, has done what all 
human efforts and your cruelty in vain attempted. 
I see now the vanity of that happiness we had set 
our hearts upon, as if it were eternal. What fears, 
what distress have we not suffered for it ! 

No, Lord, there is no pleasure upon earth but 
that which virtue gives. The heart amidst all 
worldly delights feels a sting; it is uneasy and 
restless until fixed on Thee. What have I not 
suffered, Abelard, whilst I kept alive in my retire- 
ment those fires which ruined me in the world ? 
I saw with hatred the walls that surrounded me ; 
the hours seemed as long as years. I repented a 
thousand times that I had buried myself here. 
But since grace has opened my eyes all the scene 
is changed; solitude looks charming, and the 
peace of the place enters my very heart. In the 
satisfaction of doing my duty I feel a delight 
above all that riches, pomp or sensuality could 
afford. My quiet has indeed cost me dear, for I 
have bought it at the price of my love ; I have 
offered a violent sacrifice I thought beyond my 
power. But if I have torn you from my heart, 
be not jealous ; God, who ought always to have 
possessed it, reigns there in your stead. Be con- 
tent with having a place in my mind which you 
shall never lose; I shall always take a secret 
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pleasure in thinking of you, and esteem it a glory A letter 
to obey those rules you shall give me- mrriTes 

This very moment I receive a letter from you ; 
I will read it and answer it immediately. You 
shall see by my promptitude in writing to you that 
you are always dear to me. 

You very obligingly reproach me for delay in 
writing you any news; my illness must excuse 
that. I omit no opportunities of giving you marks of 
my remembrance. I thank you for the uneasiness 
you say my silence caused you, and the kind fears 
you express concerning my health. Yours, you 
tell me, is but weakly, and you thought lately you 
should have died. With what indifference, cruel 
man, do you tell me a thing so certain to afflict 
me ? I told you in my former letter how unhappy 
I should be if you died, and if you love me you 
will moderate the rigours of your austere life. I 
represented to you the occasion I had for your 
advice, and consequently the reason there was 
you should take care of yourself; — but I will 
not tire you with repetitions. You desire us not 
to forget you in our prayers : ah ! dear Abelard, 
you may depend upon the zeal of this society ; it 
is devoted to you and you cannot justly fear its 
forgetfulness. You are our Father, and we are 
your children ; you are our guide, and we resign 
ourselves to your direction with full assurance in 
your piety. You command ; we obey ; we faith- 
fully execute what you have prudently ordered. 
We impose no penance on ourselves but what you , 
recommend, lest we should rather follow an indis- 
creet zeal than solid virtue. In a word, nothing 
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The in- is thought right but what has Abelard's approba- 

terior of a tion. You tell me one thing that perplexes me — 

nunnery t ^ at y OU k ave 1^^ ^^ 8ome f our Sisters are 

bad examples, and that they are generally not 
strict enough. Ought this to seem strange to you 
who know how monasteries are filled nowadays ? 
Do fathers consult the inclination of their children 
when they settle them? Are not interest and 
policy their only rules ? This is the reason that 

v monasteries are often filled with those who are a 
scandal to them. But I conjure you to tell me 
what are the irregularities you have heard of, and 
to show me the proper remedy for them. I have 
not yet observed any looseness : when I have I 
will take due care. I walk my rounds every night 
and make those I catch abroad return to their 
chambers ; for I remember all the adventures that 
happened in the monasteries near Paris. 

You end your letter with a general deploring 
of your unhappiness and wish for death to end 
a weary life. Is it possible so great a genius 

V as you cannot rise above your misfortunes ? 
What would the world say should they read the 
letters you send me ? Would they consider the 
noble motive of your retirement or not rather 
think you had shut yourself up merely to lament 
your woes? What would your young students 
say, who come so far to hear you and prefer your 
severe lectures to the ease of a worldly life, if 
they should discover you secretly a slave to your 
passions and the victim of those weaknesses from 
Which your rule secures them? This Abelard 
they so much admire, this great leader, would 
lose his fame and become the sport of his pupils. 
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If these reasons are not sufficient to give you Satan 
constancy in your misfortune, cast your eyes upon reproves 
me, and admire the resolution with which I shut 8in 
myself up at your request. I was young when 
we separated, and (if T dare believe what you 
were always telling me) worthy of any man's 
affections. If I had loved nothing in Abelard 
but sensual pleasure, other men might have com- * 
forted me upon my loss of him. You know what 
I have done, excuse me therefore from repeating 
it ; think of those assurances I gave you of loving 
you still with the utmost tenderness. I dried 
your tears with kisses, and because you were less 
powerful I became less reserved. Ah ! if you 
bad loved with delicacy, the oaths I made, the 
transports I indulged, the caresses I gave, would 
surely have comforted you. Had you seen me 
grow by degrees indifferent to you, you might 
have had reason to despair, but you never received 
greater tokens of my affection than after you felt 
misfortune. 

Let me see no more in your letters, dear 
Abelard, such murmurs against Fate ; you are not \ 
the only one who has felt her blows and you 
ought to forget her outrages. What a shame Vv 
it is that a philosopher cannot accept what might 
befall any man. Govern yourself by my example ; 
I was born with violent passions, I daily strive 
with tender emotions, and glory in triumphing 
and subjecting them to reason. Must a weak 
mind fortify one that is so much superior ? But 
I am carried away. Is it thus I write to my 
dear Abelard? He who practises all those 
virtues he preaches ? If you complain of Fortune, 
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Woman's it is not so much that you feel her strokes as that 
weakness y OU trv t0 8 how your enemies how much to blame 

conquers *^ e y are m attem P t * n g to nurt y° u - Leave them, 
Abelard, to exhaust their malice, and continue 
to charm your auditors. Discover those treasures 
of learning Heaven seems to have reserved for you ; 
your enemies, struck with the splendour of your 
reasoning, will in the end do you justice. How 
happy should I be could I see all the world as 
entirely persuaded of your nr J phity aaj am. Your 
learning is allowed by all ; 'yoflir_gf£&est adversaries 
confess you are ignorant of nothing the mind of 
inanlTctgrt ^^ -■ ^ — . 

Mf dear Rvfitend (for the last time I use that 
^y title!), shall I never see you again? Shall I 
never have the pleasure of embracing you before 
death ? What dost thou say, wretched Heloise ? 
Dost thou know what thou desirest? Couldst 
! thou behold those brilliant eyes without recalling 
the tender glances which have been so fatal to 
thee? Couldst thou see that majestic air of 
Abelard without being jealous of everyone who 
beholds so attractive a man ? That mouth cannot 
be looked upon without desire; in short, no woman 
can view the person of Abelard without danger. 
Ask no more therefore to see Abelard; if the 
memory of him has caused thee so much trouble, 
Heloise, what would not his presence do ? What 
desires will it not excite in thy soul ? How will 
it be possible to keep thy reason at the sight of so 
lovable a man ? 

I will own to you what makes the greatest 
pleasure in my retirement; after having passed 
the day in thinking of you, full of the repressed 
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idea, I give myself up at night to sleep. Then The 
it is that Heloise, who dares not think of you by delight of 
day, resigns herself with pleasure to see and hear d*® 41118 
you. How my eyes gloat over you ! Sometimes 
you tell me stories of your secret troubles, and 
create in me a felt sorrow; sometimes the rage 
of our enemies is forgotten and you press me to 
you and I yield to you, and our souls, animated 
with the same passion, are sensible of the same ' 
pleasures. But O ! delightful dreams and tender 
illusions, how soon do you vanish away! I 
awake and open my eyes to find no Abelard : I 
stretch out my arms to embrace him and he is 
not there ; I cry, and he hears me not. What 
a fool I am to tell my dreams to you who are 
ins ensible t o these pleasures. But do you, Abelard, 
never see Heloise in your sleep ? How does she 
appear to you? Do you entertain her with the 
same tender language as formerly, and are you 
gla d or so rry when you awake ? Pardon me, 
Abelard, pardon a mistaken lover. I must no 
longer expect from you that vivacity which once 
marked your every action ; no more must I require 
from you the correspondence of desires. We have 
bound ourselves to severe austerities and must 
follow them at all costs. Let us think of our 
duties and our rules, and make good use of that 
necessity which keeps us separate. You, Abelard, 
will happily finish your course ; your desires and 
ambitions will be no obstacle to your salvation. 
But Heloise must weep, she must lament for 
ever without being certain whether all her tears 
will avail for her salvation. 

T had liked to have ended my letter without 
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She telling you what happened here a few days ago. 
craves his A young nun, who had been forced to enter the 
presence convent w fthout a vocation therefor, is by a 
v^ stratagem I know nothing of escaped and fled 
to England with a gentleman. I have ordered 
all the house to conceal the matter. Ah, Abelard ! 
if you were near us these things would not happen, 
for all the Sisters, charmed with seeing and hearing 
you, would think of nothing but practising your 
rules and directions. The young nun had never 
formed so criminal a design as that of breaking 
her vows had you been at our head to exhort us 
to live in holiness. If your eyes were witnesses 
of our actions they would be innocent. When 
we slipped you should lift us up and establish us by 
your counsels ; we should march with sure steps 
in the rough path of virtue. I begin to perceive, 
Abelard, that I take too much pleasure in writing 
to you; I ought to burn this letter. It shows 
that I still feel a deep passion for you, though at 
the beginning I tried to persuade you to the 
contrary. I am sensible of waves both of grace and 
passion, and by turns yield to each. Have pity, 
Abelard, on the condition to which you have 
brought me, and make in some measure my last 
days as peaceful as my first have been uneasy and 
disturbed 
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Abelard to Heloise 

Write no more to me, Heloise, write no more to Abelard 
me ; 'tis time to end communications which make is firm 
our penances of nought avail. We retired from 
the world to purify ourselves, and, by a conduct 
directly contrary to Christian morality, we became 
odious to Jesus Christ. Let us no more deceive 
ourselves with remembrance of our past pleasures ; 
we but make our lives troubled and spoil the 
sweets of solitude. Let us make good use of our 
austerities and no longer preserve the memories of 
our crimes amongst the severities of penance. Let 
a mortification of body and mind, a strict fasting, 
continual solitude, profound and holy meditations, 
and a sincere love of God succeed our former 
irregularities. 

Let us try to carry religious perfection to its 
farthest point. It is beautiful to find Christian 
minds so disengaged from earth, from the creatures 
and themselves, that they seem to act independ- 
ently of those bodies they are joined to, and to 
use them as their slaves. We can never raise 
ourselves to too great heights when God is our 
object. Be our efforts ever so great they will 
always come short of attaining that exalted 
Divinity which even our apprehension cannot 
reach. Let us act for God's glory independent 
of the creatures or ourselves, paying no regard to 
85 
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The our own desires or the opinions of others. Were 
Master we in this temper of mind, Heloise, I would 

Father ^^Sty ma ^ e mv a b°d e at && Paraclete, and by 
my earnest care for the house I have founded 
draw a thousand blessings on it. I would instruct 
it by my words and animate it by my example : I 
would watch over the lives of my Sisters, and 
would command nothing but what I myself would 
perform: I would direct you to pray, meditate, 
labour, and keep vows of silence ; and I would 
myself pray, labour, meditate, and be silent. 

And when I spoke it should be to lift you up 
when you should fall, to strengthen you in your 
weaknesses, to enlighten you in that darkness and 
obscurity which might at any time surprise you. 
I would comfort you under the severities used by 
persons of great virtue: I would moderate the 
vivacity of your zeal and piety and give your 
virtue an even temperament: I would point out 
those duties you ought to perform, and satisfy those 
doubts which through the weakness of your reason 
might arise. I would be your, master and father, 
and by a marvellous talent I would become lively 
or slow, gentle or severe, according to the different 
characters of those I should guide in the painful 
path to Christian perfection. 

But whither does my vain imagination carry 
me ! Ah, Heloise, how far are we from such a 
happy temper ? Your heart still burns with that 
fatal fire you cannot extinguish, and mine is full of 
trouble and unrest. Think not, Heloise, that I 
here enjoy a perfect peace; I will for the last 
time open my heart to you ; — I am not yet dis- 
^ engaged from you, and though I fight against my 
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excessive tenderness for you, in spite of all my He 
endeavours I remain but too sensible of your ca JJ? ot 
sorrows and long to share in them. Your letters gQnJ^J 
have indeed moved me ; I could not read with in- 
difference characters written by that dear hand ! 
I sigh and weep, and all my reason is scarce suf- 
ficient to conceal my weakness from my pupils. 
This, unhappy Heloise, is the miserable condition 
of Abelard. The world, which is generally 
wrong in its notions, thinks I am at peace, and y 
imagining that I loved you only for the gratifica- 
tion of the senses, have now forgot you. What a 
mistake is this ! People indeed were not wrong 
in saying that when we separated it was sjaame 
uid grief that made me abandon the world. It 
was nSTpaFyou know, a sincere repentance for 
having offended God which inspired me with a 
design for retiring. However, I consider our 
misfortunes as a secret design of Providence to I 
punish our sins ; and only look upon Fulbert asl 
the instrument of divine vengeance. Grace drew 
me into an asylum where I might yet have 
remained if the rage of my enemies would have 
permitted ; I have endured all their persecutions, 
not doubting that God Himself raised them up in 
order to purify me. 

When He saw me perfectly obedient to His 
Holy Will, He permitted that I should justify my* 
doctrine ; I made its purity public, and showed in\ 
the end that my faith was not only orthodox, but/ 
also perfectly clear from all suspicion of noyeJtg^ 

I should be happy if I had none to fear but 
my enemies, and no other hindrance to my 
salvation but their calumny. But, Heloise, you 
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He make me tremble, your letters declare to me that 
ea jJ 101 ^ you are enslaved to human love, and yet, if you 
??;,? cannot conquer it, you cannot be saved ; and 
what part would you have me play in this trial ? 
Would you have me stifle the inspirations of the 
Holy Ghost ? Shall I, to soothe you, dry up 
those tears which the Evil Spirit makes you shed 
— shall this be the fruit of my meditations ? No, 
let us be more firm in our resolutions ; we have 
not retired save to lament our sins and to gain 
heaven ; let us then resign ourselves to God with 
ail our heart. 

I know everything is difficult in the beginning ; 
but it is glorious to courageously start a great 
action, and glory increases proportionately as the 
difficulties are more considerable. We ought on 
this account to surmount bravely all obstacles 
which might hinder us in the practice of Christian 
virtue. In a monastery men are proved as gold 
in a furnace. No one can continue long there 
unless he bear worthily the yoke of the Lord* 

Attempt to break those shameful chains which 
bind you to the flesh, and if by the assistance of 
grace you are so happy as to accomplish this, I 
entreat you to think of me in your prayers. 
Endeavour with all your strength to be the 
pattern of a perfect Christian ; it is difficult, I 
confess, but not impossible; and I expect this 
beautiful triumph from your teachable disposition. 
If your first efforts prove weak do not give way 
to despair, for that would be cowardice ; besides, 
I would have you know that you must necessarily 
take great pains, for you strive to conquer a ter- 
rible enemy, to extinguish a raging fire, to reduce 
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to subjection your dearest affections. You have Tempta- 

to fight against your own desires, so be not pressed tions in 

down with the weight of your corr upt na ture. , . , 
xr 1 1 • . • 1 _ 1 1 cloister 

You have to do with a cunning adversary who 

will use all means to seduce you ; be always upon 

your guard. While we live we are exposed to 

temptations; this made a great saint sa y. * The _ 

li fe of m an is one long temptation ' : the devil, 

who neveT simps, walks Luuisiiuall^around us in 

order to surprise us on some unguarded side, and 

enters into our soul in order to destroy it. 

However perfect anyone may be, yet he may 
fall into temptations, and perhaps into* such as may 
be useful. Nor is it wonderful that man should 
never be exempt from them, because he always 
hath in himself their source ; scarce are we de- 
livered from one temptation when another attacks 
ua. Such is the lot of the posterity of Adam, 
that they should always have something to suffer, 
because they have forfeited their primitive happi- 
ness. We vainly flatter ourselves that we shall 
conquer temptations by flying; if we join not 
patience and humility we shall torment ourselves 
to no purpose. We shall more certainly compass 
our end by imploring God's assistance than by 
using any means of our own. 

Be constant, Heloise, and trust in God ; then 
you shall fall into few temptations : when they 
come stifle them at their birth — let them not take 
root in your heart. 'Apply remedies to a dis- 
ease,' said an ancient, 'at the beginning, for 
when it hath gained strength medicines are of no 
avail ' : temptations have their degrees, they are 
at first mere thoughts and do not appear danger- 
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Dispraise ous ; the imagination receives them without any 
°* *^5 ^ ear8 » ^ c P^ ea8urc grows ; we dwell upon it, and 
worid at last we yield to it. 

Do you now, Heloise, applaud my design of 
making you walk in the steps of the saints ? Do 
my words give you any relish for penitence? 
Have you not remorse for your wanderings, and 
do you not wish you could, like Magdalen, wash 
our Saviour's feet with your tears ? If you have 
not yet these ardent aspirations, pray that you may 
be inspired by them. I shall never cease to 
recommend you in my prayers and to beseech 
God to assist you in your design of dying holily. 
You have quitted the world, and what object was 
worthy to detain you there ? Lift up your eyes 
always to Him to whom the rest of your days are 
consecrated. Life upon this earth is misery ; the 
very necessities to which our bodies are subject 
here are matters of affliction to a saint. * Lord,' 
said the royal prophet, 'deliver me from my 
necessities/ Many are wretched who do not 
know they are ; and yet they are more wretched 
who know their misery and yet cannot hate the 
corruption of the age. What fools are men to 
engage themselves to earthly things ! They will 
be undeceived one day, and will know too late 
how much they have been to blame in loving such 
false good. Truly pious persons are not thus 
mistaken ; they are freed from all sensual pleas- 
ures and raise their desires to Heaven. 

Begin, Heloise; put your design into action 

*s without delay ; you have yet time enough to work 

out your salvation. Love Christ, and despise 

yourself for His sake ; He will possess your heart 
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and be the sole object of your sighs and tears ; The 
seek for no comfort but in Him. If you do not duties of 
free yourself from me, you will fall with me ; but a ""** 
if you leave me and cleave to Him, you will be 
steadfast and safe. If you force the Lord to for- 
sake you, you will fall into trouble ; but if you are 
faithful to Him you shall find joy. Magdalen 
wept, thinking that Jesus had forsaken her, but 
Martha said, «See, the Lord calls you.' Be 
diligent in your duty, obey faithfully the calls of 
grace, and Jesus will be with you. Attend, 
Heloise, to some instructions I have to give you : 
you are at the head of a society, and you know 
there is a difference "between those who lead a 
private life and those who are charged with the 
conduct of others : the first need only labour for 
their own sanctification, and in their round of 
duties are not obliged to practise all the virtues in 
such an apparent manner : but those who have the 
charge of others entrusted to them ought by their 
example to encourage their followers to do all the 
good of which they are capable. I beseech you 
to remember this truth, and so to follow it that 
your whole life may be a perfect model of that of 
a religious recluse. 

God heartily desires our salvation, and has made 
all the means of it easy to us. In the Old Testa- 
ment He has written in the tables of law what He 
requires of us, that we might not be bewildered in 
seeking after His will. In the New Testament He 
has written the Jaw of grace to the intent that it 
might ever be present in our hearts ; so, knowing 
the weakness and incapacity of our nature, He has 
given us grace to perform His will. And, as if 
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The this were not enough, He has raised up at all times, 
death of in all states of the Church, men who by their 
a saint exe mplary life can excite others to their duty. 
To effect this He has chosen persons of every age, 
sex and condition. Strive now to unite in your- 
self all the virtues of these different examples. 
Have the purity of virgins, the austerity of 
anchorites, the zeal of pastors and bishops, and the 
constancy of martyrs. Be exact in the course of 
your whole life to fulfil the duties of a holy and 
enlightened superior, and then death, which is 
commonly considered as terrible, will appear agree- 
able to you. 

«The death of His saints/ says the prophet, 
• is precious in the sight of the Lord.' Nor is 
it difficult to discover why their death should have 
this advantage over that of sinners. I have 
remarked three things which might have given the 
prophet an occasion of speaking thus : — First, 
their resignation to the will of God ; second, the 
continuation of their good works ; and lastly, the 
triumph they gain over the devil. 

A saint who has accustomed himself to submit 
to the will of God yields to death without reluct- 
ance. He waits with joy (says Dr. Gregory) 
for the Judge who is to reward him ; he fears not 
to quit this miserable mortal life in order to begin 
an immortal happy one. It is not so with the 
sinner, says the same Father ; he fears, and with 
reason, he trembles at the approach of the least 
sickness ; death is terrible to him because he dreads 
the presence of the offended Judge ; and having so 
often abused the means of grace he sees no way to 
avoid the punishment of his sins. 
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The saints have also this advantage over sinners, The 
that having become familiar with works of piety pf°?i * 
during their life they exercise them without ^ nnst 
trouble, and having gained new strength against 
the devil every time they overcame him, they will 
find themselves in a condition at the hour of death 
to obtain that victory on which depends all eternity, 
and the blessed union of their souls with their 
Creator. 

I hope, Heloise, that after having deplored the 
irregularities of your past life, you will * die the 
death of the righteous/ Ah, how few there are 
who make this end ! And why ? It is because 
there are so few who love the Cross of Christ. 
Everyone wishes to be saved, but few will use 
those means which religion prescribes. Yet can 
we be saved by nothing but the Cross : why then 
refuse to bear it ? Hath not our Saviour bore it 
before us, and died for us, to the end that we 
might also bear it and desire to die also ? All the 
saints have suffered affliction, and our Saviour him- 
self did not pass one hour of His life without some 
sorrow. Hope not therefore to be exempt from / 
suffering : the Cross, Heloise, is always at hand, 
take care that you do not receive it with regret, 
for by so doing you will make it more heavy and 
you will be oppressed by it to no profit. On the 
contrary, if you bear it with willing courage, all 
your sufferings will create in you a holy confidence 
whereby you will find comfort in God. Hear our 
Saviour who says, * My child, renounce yourself, 
take up your Cross and follow Me. Oh, 
Heloise, do you doubt ? Is not your soul ravished 
at so saving a command ? Are you insensible to 
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The fear words so full of kindness ? Beware, Heloise, of 
of hell refusing a Husband who demands you, and who 
is more to be feared than any earthly lover. 
Provoked at your contempt and ingratitude, He 
will turn His love into anger and make you feel 
His vengeance. How will you sustain His 
presence when you shall stand before His tribunal ? 
He will reproach you for having despised His 
grace, He will represent to you His sufferings for 
you. What answer can you make ? He will then 
be implacable : He will say to you, * Go, proud 
creature, and dwell in everlasting flames. I separ- 
ated you from the world to purify you in solitude and 
you did not second my design. I endeavoured to 
save you and you wilfully destroyed yourself ; go, 
wretch, and take the portion of the reprobates.' 

Oh, Heloise, prevent these terrible words, and 
avoid, by a holy life, the punishment prepared for 
sinners. I dare not give you a description of 
those dreadful torments which are the consequences 
of a career of guilt. I am filled with horror when 
they offer themselves to my imagination. And 
yet, Heloise, I can conceive nothing which can 
reach the tortures of the damned ; the fire which 
we see upon this earth is but the shadow of that 
which burns them ; and without enumerating their 
endless pains, the loss of God which they feel 
increases all their torments. Can anyone sin who 
is persuaded of this ? My God ! can we dare 
to offend Thee ? Though the riches of Thy 
mercy could not engage us to love Thee, the 
dread of being thrown into such an abyss of misery 
should restrain us from doing anything which 
might displease Thee. 
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I question not, Heloise, but you will hereafter The hope 
apply yourself in good earnest to the business of °* ^ e * ven 
your salvation ; this ought to be your whole 
concern. Banish roe, therefore, for ever from 
your heart — it is the best advice I can give you, 
for the remembrance of a person we have loved 
guiltily cannot but be hurtful, whatever advances 
we may have made in the way of virtue When 
you have extirpated your unhappy inclination 
towards me, the practice of every virtue will 
become easy ; and when at last your life is con- 
formable to that of Christ, death will be desirable 
to you. Your soul will joyfully leave this body, 
and direct its flight to heaven. Then you will 
appear with* confidence before your Saviour ; you 
will not read your reprobation written in the judg- 
ment book, but you will hear your Saviour say, 
Come, partake of My glory, and enjoy the eternal 
reward I have appointed for those virtues you have 
practised. 

Farewell, Heloise, this is the last advice of your 
dear Abelard ; for the last time let me persuade 
you to follow the rules of the Gospel. Heaven 
grant that your heart, once so sensible of my love, 
may now yield to be directed by my zeal. May 
the idea of your loving Abelard, always present to 
your mind, be now changed into the image of 
Abelard truly penitent; and may you shed as v' 
many tears for your salvation as you have done 
for our misfortunes. 
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APPENDIX 

POPES 'ELOlSA TO ABELARD' 

In these deep solitudes and awful cells, 

Where heav'nly-pensive contemplation dwells, 

And ever-musing melancholy reigns ; 

What means this tumult in a Vestal's veins ? 

Why rove my thoughts beyond this last retreat i 

Why feels my heart its long-forgotten heat ? 

Vet, yet I love ! — From Abelard it came, 

And Elo'isa yet must kiss the name. 

Dear fatal name ! rest ever unrevealed, 
Nor pass these lips in holy silence sealed : 
Hide it, my heart, within that close disguise, 
Where mix'd with God's, his lov'd Idea lies : 
write it not my hand — the name appears 
Already written — wash it out, my tears ! 
In vain lost Elo'isa weeps and prays. 
Her heart still dictates, and her hand obeys, 
Relentless walls ! whose darksome round con* 
tains 
Repentant sighs, and voluntary pains ; 
Ye rugged rock ! which holy knees have worn ; 
Ye grots and caverns shagg'd with horrid thorn ! 
Shrines ! where their vigils pale-ey'd virgins 

keep, 
And pitying saints, whose statues learn to weep ! 
97 
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Tho' cold like you, unmov'd and silent grown, 
I have not yet forgot myself to stone. 
All is not HeavVs while Abelard has part, 
Still rebel nature holds out half my heart ; 
Nor pray'rs nor fasts its stubborn pulse restrain, 
Nor tears for ages taught to flow in vain. 
Soon as thy letters trembling I unclose, 
That well-known name awakens all my woes. 

name for ever sad ! for ever dear ! 

Still breath'd in sighs, still usher'd with a tear. 

1 tremble too, where'er my own I find, 
Some dire misfortune follows close behind. 
Line after line my gushing eyes o'erflow, 
Led thro' a sad variety of woe : 

Now warm in love, now with' ring in my bloom, 

Lost in a convent's solitary gloom ! 

There stern Religion quench' d th' unwilling 

flame, 
There died the best of passions, Love and Fame. 

Yet write, oh write me all, that I may join 
Griefs to thy griefs, and echo sighs to thine. 
Nor foes nor fortune take this pow'r away \ 
And is my Abelard less kind than they ? 
Tears still are mine, and those I need not spare, 
Love but demands what else were shed in pray'r; 
No happier task these faded eyes pursue : 
To read and weep is all they now can do. 

Then share thy pain, allow that sad relief; 
Ah, more than share it, give me all thy grief. 
Heav'n first taught letters for some wretch's aid, 
Some hanish'd lover, or some captive maid ; 
They live, they speak, they breathe what love 
inspires, 
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Warm from the soul, and faithful to its fires, 
The virgin's wish without her fears impart, 
Excuse the blush, and pour out all the heart, 
Speed the soft intercourse from soul to soul, 
And waft a sigh from Indus to the Pole. 

Thou know'st how guiltless first I met thy 

flame, 
When Love approach'd me under Friendship's 

name; 
My fancy form'd thee of angelic kind, 
Some emanation of th' all-beauteous Mind. 
Those smiling eyes, attempting ev'ry ray, 
Shone sweetly lambent with celestial day. 
Guiltless I gaz'd; Heav'n listen'd while you 

sung ; 
And truths divine came mended from that 

tongue. 
From lips like those what precept fail'd to 

move ? 
Too soon they taught me 'twas no sin to love : 
Back thro' the paths of pleasing sense I ran, 
Nor wish'd an Angel whom I lov'd a Man. 
Dim and remote the joys of saints I see ; 
Nor envy them that heav'n I lose for thee. 

How oft, when press'd to marriage, have I 

said, 
Curse on all laws but those which love has 

made ? 
Love, free as air, at sight of human ties, 
Spreads his light wings, and in a moment flies. 
Let wealth, let honour, wait the wedded dame, 
August her deed, and sacred be her fame ; 
Before true passion all those views remove, 
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Fame, wealth, and honour! what are you to 

Love? 
The jealous God, when we profane His fires, 
Those restless passions in revenge inspires, 
And bids them make mistaken mortals groan, 
Who seek in love for aught but love alone* 
Should at my feet the world's great Master fall, 
Himself, His throne, His world, I'd scorn 'em 

ail: 
Not Caesar's empress would I deign to prove ; 
No, make me mistress to the man I love ; 
If there be yet another name more free, 
More fond than mistress, make me that to thee ! 
Oh ! happy state ! when souls each other draw, 
When love is liberty, and nature law : 
All then is full, possessing and possess'd, 
No craving void left aching in the breast : 
Ev'n thought meets thought, ere from the lips it 

part, 
And each warm wish springs mutual from the 

heart. 
This sure is bliss (if bliss on earth there be), 
And once the lot of Abelard and me. 
Alas, how chang'd ! what sudden horrors rise ! 
A naked Lover bound and bleeding lies ! 
Where, where was EloTse ! her voice, her hand, 
Her poniard, had oppos'd the dire command. 
Barbarian, stay ! that bloody stroke restrain ; 
The crime was common, common be the pain. 
I can no more ; by shame, by rage suppressed, 
Let tears, and burning blushes speak the rest. 

Canst thou forget that sad, that solemn day, 
When victims at yon altar's foot we lay ? 
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Canst thou forget what tears that moment fell, 
When, warm in youth, I bade the world fare- 
well? 
As with cold lips I kiss'd the sacred veil. 
The shrines all trembled, and the lamps grew 

pale; 
Heav n scarce beliey'd the Conquest it survey 'd, 
And Saints with wonder heard the vows I 

made, 
Yet then, to those dread altars as I drew, 
Not on the Cross my eyes were fix'd, but you : 
Not grace, or zeal, love only was my call, 
And if I lose thy love, I lose my all. 
Come! with thy looks, thy words, relieve my 

woe; 1 
Those still at least are left thee to bestow. 
Still on thy breast enamour'd let me lie, 
Still drink delicious poison from thy eye, 
Pant on thy lip, and to thy heart be press'd ; 
Give all thou canst — and let me dream the rest. 
Ah no ! instruct me other joys to prize, 
With other beauties charm my partial eyes, 
Full in my view set all the bright abode, 
And make my soul quit Abelard for God. 

Ah, think at least thy flock deserves thy care, 
Plants of thy hand, and children of thy pray'r. 
From the false world in early youth they fled, 
By thee to mountains, wilds, and deserts led. 
You rais'd these hallow'd walls; the desert 

smil'd, 
And Paradise was open'd in the Wild. 

1 These lines cannot be justified by anything in the 
letters of Sloi'sa. 
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No weeping orphan saw his father's stores 
Our shrines irradiate, or emblaze the floors ; 
No silver saints, by dying misers giv'n, 
Here brib'd the rage of ill-requited Heav'n : 
But such plain roofs as Piety could raise, 
And only vocal with the Maker's praise. 
In these lone walls (their days eternal bound) 
These moss-grown domes with spiry turrets 

crown'd, 
Where awful arches make a noon-day night, 
And the dim windows shed a solemn light ; 
Thy eyes difFus'd a reconciling ray, 
And gleams of glory brighten'd all the day. 
But now no face divine contentment wears, 
'Tis all blank sadness, or continual tears. 
See how the force of others' pray'rs I try 

iO pious fraud of am'rous charity ! ) , 
tut why -Should I on others' pray'rs depend ? 
Come thou, my father, brother, husband, friend ! 
Ah let thy handmaid, sister, daughter move, 
And all those tender names in one, thy love ! 
The darksome pines that o'er yon rocks reclin'd 
Wave high, and murmur to the hollow wind, 
The wand'ring streams that shine between the 

hills, 
The grots that echo to the tinkling rills, 
The dying gales that pant upon the trees, 
The lakes that quiver to the curling breeze; 
No more these scenes my meditation aid, 
Or lull to rest the visionary maid. 
But o'er the twilight groves rod dusky caves, 
Long-sounding aisles, and inter mingled graves, 
Black Melancholy sits, and round her throws 
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A death-like silence, and a dead repose : 
Her gloomy presence saddens all the scene. 
Shades ev'ry flow'r, and darkens ev'ry green, 
Deepens the murmur of the falling floods, 
And breathes a browner horror on the woods. 

Yet here for ever, ever must I stay ; 
Sad proof how well a lover can obey ! 
Death, only death, can break the lasting chain : 
And here, ev'n then, shall my cold dust remain, 
Here all its frailties, all its flames resign, 
And wait till 'tis no sin to mix with thine, 

Ah wretch! believ'd the spouse of God in 
vain, 
Confess'd within the slave of love and man. 
Assist me, Heaven ! but whence arose that pray'r ? 
Sprung it from piety, or from despair ? 
Ev'n here, where frozen chastity retires, 
Love finds an altar for forbidden fires. 
I ought to grieve, but cannot what I ought ; 
I mourn the lover, not lament the fault ; 
I view my crime, but kindle at the view, 
Repent old pleasures, and solicit new ; 
Now turn'd to Heav'n, I weep my past offence, 
Now think of thee, and curse my innocence. 
Of all affliction taught a lover yet, 
'Tie sure the hardest science to forget ! 
How shall I lose the sin, yet keep the sense, 
And love th' offender, yet detest th* offence ? 
How the dear object from the crime remove, 
Or how distinguish penitence from love ? 
Unequal task ! a passion to resign, 
For hearts so touch'd, so pierc'd, so lost as 
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Ere such a soul regains its peaceful state, 
How often must it love, how often hate ! 
How often hope, despair, resent, regret, 
Conceal, disdain, — do all things but forget. 
But let Heav'n seize it, all at once 'tis fir'd ; 
Not touch'd, but rapt; not waken'd, but in- 
spired! 
Oh come ? oh teach me nature to subdue, 
Renounce my love, my life, myself — and you. 
Fill my fond heart with God alone, for He 
Alone can rival, can succeed to thee. 

How happy is the blameless Vestal's lot ! 
The world forgetting, by the world forgot : 
Eternal sunshine of the spotless mind ! 
Each pray'r accepted, and each wish resign'd ; 
Labour and rest, that equal periods keep ; 
' Obedient slumbers that can wake and weep ; ' 
Desires compos'd, affections ever ev'n ; 
Tears that delight, and sighs that waft to 

Heav'n. 
Grace shines around her with serenest beams, 
And whisp'ring Angels prompt her golden 

dreams. 
For her th' unfading rose of Eden blooms, 
And wings of Seraphs shed divine perfumes, 
For her die Spouse prepares the bridal ring, 
For her white virgins Hymenaeals sing, 
To sounds of heav'nly harps she dies away, 
And melts in visions of eternal day. 

Far other dreams my erring soul employ, 
Far other raptures, of unholy joy: 
When at the close of each sad, sorrowing day, 
Fancy restores what vengeance snatch'd away, 
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Then conscience sleeps, and leaving nature free, 
All my loose soul unbounded springs to thee* 

curst, dear horrors of all-conscious night ; 
How glowing guilt exalts the keen delight ! 
Provoking Daemons all restraint remove. 
And stir within me ev'ry source of love* 

1 hear thee, view thee, gaze o'er all thy charms, 
And round thy phantom glue my clasping arms* 
I wake : — do more 1 hear, no more I view, 
The phantom flies me, as unkind as you. 

I call aloud ; it hears not what I say : 
I stretch my empty arms ; it glides away* 
To dream once more I close my willing eyes ; 
Ye soft illusions, dear deceits, arise ! 
Alas, no more ! methinks we wand'ring go 
Thro' dreary wastes, and weep each other's woe, 
•Where round some mould'ring tow'r pale ivy 

creeps, 
And low-hrow'd rocks hang nodding o'er the 

deeps. 
Sudden you mount, you beckon from the skies ; 
Clouds interpose, waves roar, and winds arise. 
I shriek, start up, the same sad prospect find, 
And wake to all the griefs I left behind* 

For thee the fetes, severely kind, ordain 
A cool suspense from pleasure and from pain ; 
Thy life a long dead calm of fix'd repose ; 
No pulse that riots, and no blood that glows. 
Still as the sea, ere winds were taught to blow, 
Or moving spirit bade the waters flow ; 
Soft as the slumbers of a saint forgiv'n, 
And mild as op'ning gleams of promis'd heav'n. 

Come, Abelard ! for what hast thou to dread ? 
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The torch of Venus burns not for the dead. 
Nature stands check 'd ; Religion disapproves ; 
Ev'n thou art cold — yet Eloisa loves. 
Ah hopeless, lasting flames ! like those that burn 
To light the dead, and warm the unfruitful urn. 

What scenes appear where'er I turn my view ? 
The dear Ideas, where I fly, pursue, 
Rise in the grove, before the altar rise, 
Stain all my soul, and wanton in my eyes. 
I waste the Matin lamp in sighs for thee, 
Thy image steals between my God and me, 
Thy voice I seem in ev'ry hymn to hear, 
With ev'ry bead I drop too soft a tear. 
When from the censer clouds of fragrance roll, 
And swelling organs lift the rising soul, 
One thought of thee puts all the pomp to flight, 
Priests, tapers, temples, swim before my sight : 
In seas of flame my plunging soul is drown'd, 
While Altars blaze, and Angels tremble round 

While prostrate here in humble grief- 1 lie, 
Kind, virtuous drops just gathering in my eye, 
While praying, trembling, in the dust I roll, 
And dawning grace is op'ning on my soul : 
Come, if thou dar'st, all charming as thou art ! 
Oppose thyself to Heav'n ; dispute my heart ; 
Come, with one glance of those deluding eyes 
Blot out each bright Idea of the skies ; 
Take back that grace, those sorrows, and those 

tears; 
Take back my fruitless penitence and pray'rs ; 
Snatch me, just mounting, from the blest abode ; 
Assist the fiends, and tear me from my God ! 

No, fly me, fly me, far as Pole from Pole ; 
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Rise Alps between us ! and whole oceans roll ! 
Ah, come not, write not, think not once of me, 
Nor share one pang of all I felt for thee. 
Thy oaths I quit, thy memory resign ; 
Forget, renounce me, hate whatever was mine. 
Fair eyes, and tempting looks (which yet I 

view!), 
Long lov'd, ador'd ideas, all adieu ! 
O Grace serene ! O Virtue heav'nly fair ! 
Divine oblivion of low-thoughted care ! 
Fresh blooming Hope, gay daughter of the sky ! 
And Faith, our early immortality ! 
Enter, each mild, each amicable guest ! 
Receive, and wrap me in eternal rest : 

See in her cell sad Elo'isa spread, 
Propt on some tomb, a neighbour of the dead* 
In each low wind methinks a Spirit calls, 
And more than Echoes talk along the walls. 
Here, as I watch'd the dying lamps around, 
From yonder shrine I heard a hollow sound. 
' Come, sister, come ! ' (it said, or seem'd to say) 
' Thy place is here, sad sister, come away ! 
Once like thyself, I trembled, wept, and pray'd, 
Love's victim then, tho' now a sainted maid : 
But all is calm in this eternal sleep ; 
Here grief forgets to groan, and love to weep, 
Ev'n superstition loses ev'ry fear : 
For God, not man, absolves our frailties here.' 

I come, I come ! prepare your roseate bow'rs, 
Celestial palms, and ever-blooming flow'rs. 
Thither, where sinners may have rest, I go, 
Where flames refin'd in breasts seraphic glow ; 
Thou, Abelard ! the last sad office pay, 
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And smooth my passage to the realms of day ; 
See my lips tremble, and my eyeballs roll. 
Suck my last breathy and catch my flying soul ! 
Ah no—in sacred vestments may'st thou stand, 
The hallow'd taper trembling in thy hand, 
Present the Cross before my lifted eye, 
Teach me at once, and learn of me to die. 
Ah then, thy once-lov'd Elo'isa see ! 

It will be then no crime to gaze on me. 
See from my cheek the transient roses fly ! 
See the last sparkle languish in my eye ! 
'Till ev'ry motion, pulse, and breath be o'er ; 
And ev'n my Abelard be lov'd no more. 
O Death all-eloquent ! you only prove 
What dust we dote on when 'tis man we love. 

Then too, when fate shall thy fair frame 
destroy 

{That cause of all my guilt, and all my joy), 
n trance ecstatic may thy pangs be drown a, 
Bright clouds descend, and Angels watch thee 

round, 
From op'ning skies may streaming glories shine, 
And saints embrace thee with a love like mine. 
May one kind grave unite each hapless name, 
And graft my love immortal on thy fame ! 
Then, ages hence, when all my woes are o'er, 
When this rebellious heart shall beat no more ; 
If ever chance two wand'ring lovers brings 
To Paraclete's white walls and silver springs, 
O'er the pale marble shall they join their heads, 
And drink the falling tears each other sheds ; 
Then sadly say, with mutual pity mov'd, 
' Oh may we never love as these have lov'd 1 ' 
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From the full choir when loud Hosannas rise, 
And swell the pomp of dreadful sacrifice, 
Amid that scene if some relenting eye 
Glance on the stone where our cold relics lie, 
Devotion's self shall steal a thought from Heav'n, 
One human tear shall drop and be forgiv'n. 
And sure, if fate some future bard shall join 
In sad similitude of griefs to mine, 
Condemned whole years in absence to deplore, 
And image charms he must behold no more ; 
Such, if there be, who loves so long, so well ; 
Let him our sad, our tender story tell ; 
The well-sung woes will soothe my pensive 

ghost ; 
He best can paint 'em who shall feel 'em most. 
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' Ah ! then, as now — it may be, something more — 
Woman and man were human to the core 

They too could risk, they also could rebel, 
They could love wisely — they could love too well. 
In that great duel of Sex — that ancient strife 
Which is the very central fact of life, 
They could — and did — engage it breath for breath, 
They could — and did — get wounded unto death. 
As at all times since time for us began, 
Woman was truly woman, man was man. 

Dead — dead and done with ! Swift from shine to 

shade 
The roaring generations flit and fade. 
To this one, fading, flitting, like the rest, 
We come to proffer — be it worst or best — 
A sketch, a shadow, of one brave old time ; 
A hint of what it might have held sublime j 
A dream, an idyll, call it what you will, 
Of man still Man, and woman — Woman still l v 

F*m W. E. Hbnlby's Prologue to 
Beau Austin. 
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Tits edition •/•The Letten of Abelard and Heloise ' km 
Aten edited h Miss Honnor Morten. The translation Mat 
keen re-printed from Watt's edition of 1722. 

In the accompanying Notes Miss Morten ias epitomised 
nmck valuable research^ elucidating the text eftkt Letters. 

I. G. 

May 8M, 1901. 
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Former Editions. — There have been between 
fifty and sixty editions of these * Letters ' pub- 
lished ; all founded on the Latin edition printed 
in Paris in 1616. This first edition is now very 
rare, but there is a beautiful specimen in the 
British Museum only mutilated by one little book- 
worm, which luckily has chosen the driest of 
Abelard'8 dissertations on the monastic life 
through which to eat its wandering way. The 
title page is as follows : — 

Pbtei Abailabdi 
Sancta Gildasm 

IN BbiTANNIA AbBATII 
ET 

Heloisab Congugis eius 

quo! postmodum pb1ma ccenobii 

Pabaclitensis Abbatissa fuit 

Opeba 

NVWC PBIMA BX MMS. CoDD. BftUTA BT 

in lvcbm bdita studio ac wlk3entia 

Andbbab Qubbcbtami, Tubonemsh. 

Pabisiis 

Sumptibus Nicolai Buon via Jacobab 

SUB SK5MIS SaNCTI ClAUMI ET HoMlNIS 

SlLUISTBlS. 

MDCXYU 

The best English edition was published in 
"3 
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1 718 — Petrt Abaelardt et HeloUsae Efutolae % and 
shortly after the Rev. Jos. Beringer of Birming- 
ham published a translation of the letters together 
with a life of the lovers. But for many years it 
has been impossible to secure an English or Latin 
version of the letters. In 1782, in Paris, appeared 
Lettres D'Abelardet D'Hehise. Nouvellc Traduc- 
ttorty avec le texte a cote. Par J. Fr. Basticn. 
In 1836 Cousin issued his Ouvrages inedits 
D 9 Abelard 9 and thereafter in France editions were 
common. The best one, which is still procurable, 
is Lettres D'Hcloise et D'Abclard. Traduction 
Nouvellc far le Btbtiophilc Jacob. Paris. Chan 
fentier. 1865. It is complete, down to the least 
interesting of the Abelard fragments, but is in the 
paper covers of the Charpentier library. 

Of course the authenticity of the letters has 
been questioned, but no human being can read 
them and not know them to be genuine. 



LETTER I 

Pki&ntu*. — In the original Latin the name of 
' Philintus ' does not appear — the friend is 
addressed only as 'delecrissime /rater/ 
This gives at once the tone of this trans- 
lation — the desire to give a lively and 
readable reproduction of the letters rather 
than an exact one. The reader will prob- 
ably not regard this as a fault if he turn 
to some of the clumsy and graceless ren- 
derings of the letters that have appeared. 
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Also the frequent and lengthy quotations 
from Scripture and the fathers are here 
omitted: — in one of her letters Heloise 
quotes no less than ninety-eight separate 
passages ; and one of Abelard's letters is 
entirely taken up with a history of the 
origin of monastic institutions. The 
author of this translation has ignored all 
but the love passages of the letters ; he has 
written for the litterateur, and left the 
dreary disquisitions for the historian. 

Palais. — They still show at Palais or Palet, 
eight miles from Nantes, some ruins sup- 
posed to be those of the house where 
Abelard was born. His family was of 
noble origin. 

Paris University. — ' About the latter part of 
the eleventh century a greater ardour for 
intellectual pursuits began to show itself in 
Europe, which in the twelfth broke out 
into a flame. This was manifested in 
the numbers who repaired to the public 
academies, or schools of philosophy. 
None of these grew so early into reputa- 
tion as that of Paris. In the year 11 00 
we find William of Champeaux teaching 
logic, and apparently some higher parts of 
philosophy, with much credit. But this 
preceptor was eclipsed by his disciple, 
afterwards his rival and adversary, Peter 
Abelard, to whose brilliant and hardy 
genius the University of Paris appears to 
be indebted for its rapid advancement. 
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Abelard was almost the first who awak- 
ened mankind in the ages of darkness to a 
sympathy with intellectual excellence. 
His bold theories, his imprudent vanities, 
that scorned the regularly acquired reputa- 
tion of older men, allured a multitude of 
disciples. It is said that twenty cardinals 
and fifty bishops had been among his 
hearers. — Europe during the Middle Ages 
(Hallam). 
Beramger turns Monk. — The glimpses of the 
cloister given throughout these letters are 
instructive and quaint ; as a place of retire- 
ment for elderly couples and widows they 
were in frequent use. The remnants of a 
useless life seem to have been a favourite 
offering. Compare Kingsley's Ugly Prin- 



* I am not good enough for man, 
And to am given to God.' 

Lucan*s Oai.—* Stat magni nomimis umbra. 9 
— P bar sale. 

4 An aversion for Rgbt women. 9 — In the ori- 
ginal, 'Scortorum immunditiam semper 
abhorrebam.' And Villenave says — 
'Jusqu'a l'epoque de ses liaisons avec 
Helo'ise il avait eu horreur des vices du 
libertinage et que de profondes etudes 
t'avaient tenu constamment eloigne* du 
commerce des femmes.' This is worth 
noting, as Boyle and others, without any 
grounds, have asserted that Abelard had 
always lived a loose life. Abelard does 
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not spare himself in his confessions, and 
there is no reason why he should have 
made the above statement if untrue. The 
▼cry force of his love for Heloise points 
to its being the one great passion of a 
scholar's life. Jacob, in his translation, 
makes Abelard give as a reason for Ful- 
bert's trust in making him tutor to Heloise 
' la reputation si bien &ablie de ma con- 
tinence. 
7. Her Wit and bar Beauty. — Abelard insists 
rather on the learning than the beauty of 
Heloise — 'Per faciem non infima; per 
abundantiam litterarum erat suprema.' 
When the bones of the illustrious lovers 
were moved from the Paraclete they were 
inspected by Delaunage, who published a 
life of Abelard in 1795. In this book he 
says he found that Heloise must have been 
ot noble stature and beautiful proportions. 
Of her learning we have the testimony not 
only of Abelard but of the Abbe* de Cluny 
and St. Bernard. The first wrote to her 
— ' You have vanquished in knowledge 
all the women and surpassed in wisdom 
most of the men.' In the calendar of 
Paraclete she is recorded in these words 
— 'Heloise, Mother and first Abbess of 
this place, famous for her learning and her 
religion.' And Boyle says — ' I must not 
here pass by the custom the religious of 
the Paraclete now have to commemorate 
how learned their first Abbess was in the 
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Greek, which b, that every year on the 
day of Pentecost they perform divine 
service in the Greek tongue. What a 
ridiculous vanity ! ' M. Villenave, after 
studying the constitution of the Paraclete, 
says — Le xii« siecle n'a eu aucun theo- 
logien plus profond, aucun ecrivain plus 
erudit et plus eloquent qu*H6lo'fse.' 
8. • Fulbert desired me to instruct her in philo- 
sophy.' — Fulbert gave Abelard complete 
control as tutor over Heloise, even to the 
point of personal chastisement — * minis et 
verberibus ' ; and Abelard says that in 
order to avoid suspicion gentle blows were 
often given — 'verbera quondoque dabat 
amor, non furor ; gratia, non ira.' 

II* * Agaton? — Again imagination supplies the 
name. Luckily it is the letters of Abe- 
lard that are most freely paraphrased. The 
first letter of Heloise—-the gem of all 
love letters— is most exquisitely rendered, 
so that it can be said that the translator 
may not have known how to read Latin, 
but she certainly knew how to write 
English. The 'she* is implied by the 
inaccuracy in the learning and the excel- 
lence of the love passages. 

I). Abelard* s Son. — It is strange that of the 
child of Abelard and Heloise so little is 
known ; there are only two references to 
him. In one of her letters to the Abbe' 
de Cluny, Heloise begs him to remember 
' Astralabe ' and procure htm a benefice, 
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and in his reply Pierre de Cluny says — 
4 1 will willingly try and get a benefice in 
some great church for your Astralabe 
(Astrabis vestro).' Thereafter there is 
only the notice in the death list of the 
Paraclete that on the 4U1 of November 
died Peter Astralabe, son of our master 
Peter. (Obiit Petrus Astralabius, magis- 
tri nostri Petri filius.) The year is not 
given, but it is subsequent to his father's 
death. Some verses addressed to his son 
by Abelard are included amongst the 
Fragments edited by M. Cousin. 

1 4. Heloue refuses Marriage* — It seems that in the 
eleventh and twelfth centuries marriage was 
common among priests. Pope Leo, who 
died in 1054, in his Parmenien epistle 
says — 'We profess openly that it is not 
permitted to a bishop, priest or deacon to 
neglect his wife for his religion, or to refuse 
to provide her with food and clothing ; but 
it is his duty to abstain from living car- 
nally with her.' Marriage, apparently, 
was allowed but not approved, and was a 
bar to advancement in the Church. 

16. Fulberfs Revenge. — * Corporis mei partibos 
amputatis quibus ad quod plangebant, 
commi8eram.' In M. Greard's transla- 
tion Abelard says — 'Ce qui contribuait 
encore a m'atterrer, e'etait la pensee que, 
selon la lettre meurtriere de la loi, lea 
eunuques sont en telle abomination devant 
Dteu, et que les animaux eux-m&mes, 
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lorsqu'ik sont ainsi mutiles, soot rejetes du 
sacrifice' — and he quotes from Deuter- 
onomy and Leviticus. 

1 6. * So cruel an action escaped not unpunished. 9 — 

As usual, the chief sinner and instigator, 
Fulbert, escaped punishment, whilst those 
who for money carried out his evil intent 
suffered the loss of their eyes and other 
mutilation. Abelard meditated going to 
Rome to accuse Fulbert, but his friend, 
Foulques, Prior of Deuil, wrote and told 
him that to appeal to the Pope without 
taking an immense sum of money was 
useless. * Nothing can satisfy the infinite 
avarice and luxury of the Romans. I 
question if you have enough for the under- 
taking, and then nothing will be gained 
but vexation for having wasted your 
wealth. They who go to Rome without 
large sums of money to squander will 
return just as they went, the expense of 
their journey only excepted.' This letter 
of Foulques is included in Abelard's 
« Opera.' 

17. 'O Conjux.' — Lucan'8 P tarsal, liv. viii. 

18. 'A Council.' — The Council of Soissons, 

1 121. Abelard had opened a school at 
the Priory of Maisoncielle in 1 1 20, and 
delivered some theological lectures on the 
•tangled trinities,' which drew, as usual, 
large crowds of students — ' Ad quas 
Scholas tanta Scholarium multitudo con- 
fluxit, ut nee locus Hospitiis, nee terra 
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sulficerit Alimentis.' Unfortunately he 
put in writing bis doctrines in the Intro- 
duetto ad Tbeologiam, and his enemies, 
Alberic of Rheims, and Lotulf of 
Lombardy, prevailed upon Conan, the 
Pope's Legate, to summon a Council, 
and to cause Abelard to appear before 
it with the 'great work I had com- 
posed upon the Trinity/ Abelard says 
the book was condemned without being 
examined, on the ground that he had no 
right to have read it or presented it to 
others without the permission of the Pope 
or the Church : — • Called by the Council, 
I presented myself on the field, and then, 
without discussion, without examination, 
I was forced with my own hand to throw 
ray book in the fire. It was burnt in the 
midst of silence, my enemies only feebly 
murmuring that it contained a proposition 
that God the Father was the only omni- 
potent. A certain Dr Terriere replied 
ironically, in the words of St. Ambrose, 
" There are not three Almighties, but one 
Almighty." Then the Archbishop arose 
and confirmed the sentence, saying, " The 
Father is Almighty, the Son Almighty, 
and the Holy Ghost Almighty." They 
then called on me to confess and retract 
my heresy by repeating the symbol of 
Athanasius, and in order to humiliate me 
fetched a book for me to read it from, as 
though I did not know it by heart ! Half 
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stifled by sobs and tears I said the words, 
and then the Abbe of St. Medard dragged 
me off to his cloister as to a prison. God, 
who knows the bitterness of all hearts, 
alone felt for the pain that devoured me, 
as without cease I cried again and again, 
" Jesus, my Saviour, where art Thou ? " 
The mutilation of my body I had deserved, 
but this tarnishing of my name and reputa- 
tion was a cruel injustice, and struck me 
to the soul. 9 Abelard had only been a 
few months in his new retreat when he 
again fell into ' heresy,' saying that Denis 
the Areopagite was Bishop of Corinth and 
not of Athens. This time, instead of 
facing the storm, he fled by night to a 
* desert ' near Nogent-sur-Seine ( 1 1 3 1 ). 
1 8. * My enemies,' St. Norbert and St. Bernard, 
now joined Alberic and Lotulf in attack- 
ing this teacher who could attract such 
enormous crowds of students to the most 
out-of-the-way spots. The students had 
built Abelard a chapel, and he, having 
found comfort in that solitary place, dedi- 
cated the chapel to the Holy Ghost, 
under the name of the Paraclete or Com- 
forter. His enemies said this title was a 
subtle recrudescence of the Trinity scandal, 
and that it was heresy to dedicate a chapel 
to the Paraclete. So once more Abelard 
had to flee ; for 6ome time, he says, he 
even hesitated whether he should not for- 
sake ' Christian ' lands and go across the 
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seas and dwell with the heathen; but 
being offered the Abbey of St Gildas-de- 
Ruys, he accepted it, only to find himself 
in worse plight than before. 

1 8. St. Gildas. — A promontory on the coast of 

Brittany, between Loire Inferieure and La 
Vendee. 

19. * My dissolute Monks. 9 — *Les moins 

m'obsedaient pour leurs besoins journaliers, 
car la communaute ne possedait Hen que 
je pusse distribuer, et chacun prenait sur 
son propre patrimoine pour se soutenir lui 
et 8a femme, et ses fils et ses filles.'— 
Greanfs Translation. 



LETTER II 

Lord Lyttelton, in his Life of Henry II. 9 sap 
that had Heloise not been compelled to study the 
fathers in a nunnery, but had been allowed to 
improve her genius by application to polite 
literature, from what appears in her letters, she 
would have excelled any man of that age. It 
may be worth while to give a few sentences of 
Heloise's Latin : — ' Duo autem, fateor, tibi 
specialiter inerant, quibus feminarum quarumlibet 
animos statim allicere poteras, dictandi videlicit 
et cantandi gratia; quae caetoros minimi philo- 
sophos assecutos esse novimus. Quibus quidem 
quasi ludo quodam laborem exercitii recreans 
philo8ophici pleraque amatorio metro vel rithmo 
composita reliquisti carmina, quae prae nimia 
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suavitate tarn dictaminis quara cantos saepnu 
frequentata tuum in ore omnium nomen incessanter 
tenebant, at etiam illiterates melodiac dulcedo 
tui non sineret immemores esse. Atque hinc 
maxime in amorem tui feminae suspirabant.' — See 

PACK 

32. The Smallest Song. — Of the lore songs of 
Abelard no authentic vestige remains, 
though they lived as folk-songs for many 
years, and are referred to as late as 1722. 
In the Chants Poptdaires de la Bretagne 9 
published in Paris in 1846, there is a 
ballad crediting Heloise with being a 
sorceress : doubtless her learning led her 
to practise the healing art amongst the 
ignorant Bretons. 

40. ' Tour Rigorous Rule. 9 — The rules of the 
Paraclete, drawn up by Abelard and 
modified and adopted by Heloise, are 
exceedingly lengthy, but of great interest 
to those who study die history of religious 
houses. The dress was a chemise, a 
lamb's skin, a robe, sandals, veil, and a 
rope girdle, and for the winter a mantle 
was allowed, which could also be used as 
an extra bed covering. The nuns slept 
in their habit, but Heloise insists to 
Abelard that they must be allowed two 
sets of clothing, in order that the garments 
may be washed and vermin kept at bay ! 
No meat was eaten — the chief food was 
vegetables, — but on feast days milk, eggs 
and fish were occasionally allowed* Wine 
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was permitted only for those who were 
ill, and was apparently made at the 
Paraclete and doctored with herbs. A 
Sister who went outside the cloister was to 
be punished by one day on bread and 
water in every week for a year. A Sister 
guilty of breaking her tow of chastity is 
to be severely beaten and not again allowed 
to wear the veil, but made to act as a 
servant. All the offices were said regu- 
larly, night and day. The Paraclete 
existed as a cloister, and kept its rule under 
twenty-six abbesses after Heloise, the last 
being Charlotte de La Rochefoucauld. 
After her death the Paraclete was sold 
( 1 792) and turned into a factory* 



LETTER III 

Abelard to Heloise. — This letter is slightly 
abbreviated, some of Abelard's confessions evi- 
dently not being deemed suitable for print. 

56. « Our former irregularities require tears y shame 
ami sorrow to expiate them?— 1 Cependant, 
pour adoucir l'amertume de ta douleur, je 
vondrais encore demontrer Que ce qui nous 
est arrive est aussi Juste qu utile, et qu'en 
nous punissant apres notre union et non 
pendant que nous vivions dans le desordre, 
Dieu a bien rait. Apres notre marriage, 
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tu le sais, et pendant ta retraite a Argen- 
teuil au convent des religieuses, je vins 
secretement te rendre visite, et tu te 
rappelle8 a quels exces la passion me porta 
8ur toi dans un coin mgrne du refectoire. 
Tu sais, die- je, que notre impudicite* ne fut 
pas arr&ee par le respect d'un lieu con- 
sacre* a la Vierge. Fussions-nous innocents 
de tout autre crime, celui la ne meritait-il 
pas le plus terrible des chatiments ? Rap- 
pellenu-je maintenant nos anciennes souil- 
lures et les honteux dlsordres qui ont 
precede notre marriage, l'indigne trahison 
enfin dont je me suis rendu coupable envers 
ton oncle, moi son h6te et son commensal, 
en te seduisant si impudemment ? La tra- 
hison n'etait-elle pas juste ? Qui pourrait 
en juger autrement, de la part de celui 
que j avals le premier si outrageusement 
trahi? Penses-tu qu'une blessure, une 
soufrrance d'un moment ait suffi a la 
punition de si grands crimes ? Que dis-je ? 
De tela peches meritaient-ils une telle 
grace ? Quelle blessure pouvait expier aux 
yeux de la justice divine la profonation d'un 
lieu consacre* a sa sainte mere? Certes 
je me trompe Wen, ou une blessure si 
salutaire compte moins pour l'expiation 
de ces fautes, que les epreuves sans relache 
auxquelles je suis soumis aujourd'hui. 
Tu saisaussi qu'au moment de ta grosaesse, 
quand je t'ai rait passer dans mon pays, 
tu as rev&tu l'habit sacre, pris le r6le de 
religkuse, et que, par cet irreverencieux 
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deguisement, tu t'es jouee de la profession 
a laquelle tu appartiens aujourd'hui ? Vois, 
aprfcs cela, si la justice, si la grace divine 
a eu raison de te pousser malgre' toi dans 
l'&at monastique ; elle a voulu que l'habit 
que tu avais profane* servit a expier la 
profanation. 

Tu sais a quelles turpitudes les emporte- 
ments de ma passion avaient veu£ nos 
corps; ni le respect de la decence, 
ni le respect de Dieu, mgrne dans 
les jours de la passion de Notre- Seigneur 
et des plus grandes solemnity, ne pouvaient 
m'arracher du bourbier du je voulais. 
Toi-m&ne tu ne voulais pas, tu resistais 
de toutes les forces, tu me faisais des 
remontrance8| et quand la faiblesse de ton 
sexe eut du te proteger, que de fois n'ai-je 
pas usl de menaces et de rigueurs pour 
forcer ton consentement ! Je brulais pour 
toi d'une telle ardeur de desirs, que, pour 
ces voluptes infames dont le nom seul me 
fait rougUYJ'oublab tout, Dieu, moi-meme: 
la clemence divine pouvait-elle me sauver 
autrement qu'en m'interdisant a jamais ces 
voluptes? Compare la maladie et le 
remede. Compare le danger et la d6- 
livrance.' — Grcanfi Translation* 



LETTER IV 

The passion of Heloiee is only increased by 
the letter from Abelard; she has succeeded in 

I 
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making him write to her, and now craves his 
presence or further news of him. 

PACK 

62. « How void of reason. ' — Seneca. Marhob, 34. 

6 j. « Hearken f my son.' — Prov. vii. 24. 
Eccles. vii. 26. 

68. * How many persons.' — St. Gregory. Lib. 
de Paenit. c. iq. 

70. * I preside over others but cannot rule my- 
self.' — Compare Nietzsche's « Many a one 
cannot loose his own chains, and yet is a 
saviour unto his friend.' 

72. * I seek not to conquer,' etc. — This is a 
quotation from St. Jerome's Adverns Vigil- 
antum and runs in the original — ' Fateor 
imbecellitatem: nolo spe victoriae pugnare, 
ne perdam aliquando victoriam.' 



LETTER V 

Heloise to Abelard. — Not having received the 
desired letter, Heloise feigns to have conquered 
her love and writes to demand spiritual help, and 
rules for the Paraclete. She would do anything 
to bring herself into closer touch with Abelard. 
He meanwhile is becoming less the lover and 
more the priest. 

PAGE 

83. * I give myself up at night, 9 — It is impossible 
not to recall Mrs Meynell's beautiful 
sonnet, * Renouncement,' though the like- 
ness is accidental :— 



y Google 



NOTES 139 

1 1 mutt not think of thee ; and, tired, yet strong, 
I shun the thought that larks in all delight — 
The thought of thee — and in the blue heaven's 
height, 
And in the sweetest passage of a song. 

Oh, just beyond the fairest thoughts that throng 
This breast, the thought of thee waits, hidden, 

yet bright ; 
But it must never, never, come in sight j 

I must stop short of thee the whole day long* 

But when sleep tomes to close each difficult day, 
When night gives pause to the long watch I keep, 

And all my bonds I needs must loose apart, 

Must doff my will as raiment laid away, — 
With the first dream that comes with the first sleep 

I run, I run, I am gathered to thy heart/ 

From * Poems.' (Mathews and Lane.) 



LETTER VI 

Abelard ceases the correspondence so far as 
personal thought* or desires go ; he sends Heloise 
a prayer not given in the 1722 translation, of 
which the following is an abbreviated rendering : — 

' Grant us pardon, Great God, for you are 
merciful ; pardon our sins though they are many ; 
O let the immensity of your mercy equal the 
multitude of our faults ! Punish the wicked in 
this world and not in the next, punish us now but 
not in eternity. Take against your servants the 
rod of correction and not the weapon of vengeance ; 
strike the body but preserve tne soul; be our 
merciful father rather than our severe master. 

' You, Lord, joined us and then separated us at 
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your pleasure; we pray Lord that having separated 
us in this world, you will unite us again in eternity.' 
Two further letters passed between Heloise 
and Abelard, but both dealing entirely with the 
affairs of the Paraclete and containing no personal 
matter whatever. Then, so far as we know, the 
correspondence ceased. 



CONCLUSION 

The troubles of Abelard did not end with the 
conquering of his love for Heloise. Once more 
his foe, Bernard of Clairvaux, arraigned him for 
heresy, and he was summoned before the Council 
of Sens. Abelard determined this time on the 
bold stroke of appealing to Rome, but he was an 
old man now, and broken by persecution and con- 
tinual trouble ; on his way to Rome he was taken 
ill, and took refuge at the Abbey of Cluni, which 
was presided over by the Venerable Peter, the 
friend and admirer of Heloise. Here he lingered 
for some months, getting steadily worse ; he was 
removed to the Priory of St. Marcel for better 
treatment, but died there on the list of April 
1 142. The Abbot of Cluni sent his remains to 
Heloise at the Paraclete. 

Bernard's letters condemning Abelard's 
Tbeologia, Sententiae, Scito teipsum, and Epistola 
ad Romanos are given in brief in Dupin's 
History of Ecclesiastical Writers. He also 
inserts the collection of propositions con- 
demned by the Council of Soissons. An 
account of Abelard's heresies is also given in 
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Ranken'8 History of France. The writer of 
the article * Abelard in the Encyclopedia Britan- 
nica says : — « The general importance of Abelard 
lies in his having fixed more decisively than any 
one before him the scholastic method of philoso- 
phising, with its object of giving a formally 
rational expression to the received ecclesiastical 
doctrine. Through him was prepared in the 
Middle Age the ascendency of the philosophical 
authority of Aristotle which became firmly estab- 
lished in the half century after his death/ 

' It is related that the prelates assembled at the 
Council of Sens, which condemned Abelard, 
went to sleep, one and all, over their cups after 
dinner, during the reading of the offensive volume. 
Upon the occurrence of an objectionable passage 
the reader interrogated the somnolent judges, 
"Damnatis?" to which a drowsy voice 
answered, "Damnamus"; and the remainder, 
aroused by the noise, responded in half articulate 
but appropriate chorus, "Namus," i.e., "we 
swim' (in debauchery). Thus the man who 
night and day exercised himself in the Lord was 
condemned by the satellites of Bacchus.' — Rise 
and Progress of Christianity (Mackay). 

' Simple in his food as in his vestments, he 
condemned by his discourse and his example not 
only all superfluities, but all that was not abso- 
lutely necessary to retain life. He read con- 
tinually; he prayed often; he kept perpetual 
silence. Never saw I so great a man so com- 
pletely abase himself. It was thus that the great 
Pierre finished his days/ — Pierre-le -Venerable 
(Abbe de Cluny). Liv. iv. ep. 21. 
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Heloise lived twenty years after Abekrdr- 
ruling her convent well, tin it became the most 
famous religious house in France. She was in 
constant communication with the Pope, with St. 
Bernard, with the Abbot of Cluni, and all the 
great ecclesiastics of the day, who all held her in 
high repute. 

' It appears by a letter of Peter de Cluny to 
Eloisa that she had solicited for Abelard's abso- 
lution. The Abbot gave it to her. It runs 
thus : — " Ego Petrus Cluniacensis • Abbas, qui 
Petrum Abaelardum in monachum Cluniacensem 
recepi, et corpus ejus furtim delatum Heloissae 
abbates8ae et moniali Parceled concessit auctoritate 
omnipotentis Dei et otanum sanctorem absolvo eum 
pro officio ob omnibus peccatis suis." '—-Curiosi- 
ties of Literature (Disraeli). 

The Abbot of Cluni also wrote an extravagant 
Latin epitaph comparing Abelard to Socrates, 
Plato and Aristotle, and interesting only as 
showing in what high esteem the lost learning of 
Abelard was held. 

♦An ancient chronicle of Tours records that 
when they deposited the body of the Abbess 
Eloisa in the tomb of her lover, Peter Abelard, 
who had been there interred twenty years, this 
faithful husband raised his arms, stretched them, 
and closely embraced his beloved Eloisa. Du 
Chesne, the father of French history, not only 
relates this legendary tale of the ancient chron- 
iclers, but gives it as an incident well authenticated.' 
— Curiosities of Literature (Disraeli). 

H. M. 
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